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Prologue: Tattoo

Shall I?

I hovered my finger over the enter key and re-read my question: “I found a guy’s name tattooed on my wife’s pussy. What does it mean?”

What will I lose? I know the answers anyway.

I pressed enter.

There was nothing for a few seconds, and then the forum’s chat erupted:

“The lucky guy has fucked your wife’s pussy!”

“She loved his cock!”

“She still loves it.”

“Oh, no, you’re being cucked!”

“He’s fucked her good!”

“He still fucks her if she keeps the tattoo!”

“Good?!? She put his name on her cunt! It’s not just good! He fucked her brains out, dude!”

“He possessed her pussy! Probably still does!”

I closed my laptop and sat back in my chair.

My mind drifted back to how it all started ten days earlier.

***


1. Invitation

Gabi and I were lying face down on sun loungers side by side. Our chins rested on our hands as we leisurely observed the other hotel guests at the pool. Some were engaged in pool games or relaxing in the water, while others preferred sipping drinks at the swim-up bar. Many, like us, were simply sunbathing by the pool. The chatter and laughter of a lively bunch gathered at the poolside bar directly behind us contributed to the leisurely buzz of the surroundings.

Despite the vibrant holiday atmosphere enveloping us, Gabi and I were bored. Our holiday was drawing to a close, and we were biding our time until 11 am. That was when we planned to retreat to our room for showers, pack our luggage, and depart for the airport to fly back home to London. We had enjoyed a restful week as we had intended. Our kids were staying with Gabi’s parents in her home country, allowing us to focus on ourselves. With both of us between jobs, we had used the time to recharge our batteries before embarking on our job search.

The hotel clock displayed half-past ten when a guy from the hotel staff appeared, leading a group of tourists on yet another tour of the hotel grounds. The hotel chain routinely organised these tours for people interested in purchasing a membership to its vacation club, often offering discounts on countryside or sightseeing excursions if they attended the club’s viewing session. Gabi and I had already gone through one of these sessions at another hotel from the same chain, although we hadn’t purchased a membership—our job situation called for tightening our belts post-holiday.

The group of aspiring vacation club members gathered about six feet from our loungers for the customary introduction by the hotel guide, who began explaining the same details we had heard many times before. The session proceeded like the others we had witnessed. However, one noticeable difference this time was the group of potential buyers. Unlike the usual mix of guests from other hotels, who were dressed in casual attire, this group consisted of seven men, all wearing suits.

I smiled to myself, noticing the lustful looks on the faces of some of the men in suits when their gazes fell on Gabi. Sprawled on the sunbed next to me, in her bikini swimsuit, she was showing her perfect body with its hourglass shape, slender legs, slim waist and heart-shaped bum, and the guys couldn’t help but ogle her figure.

I couldn’t blame them.

The truth is, Gabi is a beautiful woman who has always attracted men’s attention. She is five feet six inches tall, and people say it is the perfect height for a woman. I don’t know if that is true, but I know it is the ideal height for my wife. At this height and with her low hip-to-waist ratio, C-size round firm breasts and flat stomach with no stretch marks despite two pregnancies, she looks super-hot in any outfit—bikini, dress, tank top with skirt, or cami with denim shorts—and always turns heads. But her body is not the only reason why men try to hit on her. She is blessed with a pretty, symmetrical face, flawless, smooth white skin, full lips, hazel eyes, shoulder-length wavy chestnut brown hair, and a long neck. Her slight accent when she speaks English gives additional charm to her voice and soft smile.

So, I was not surprised that the men in suits kept glancing at my 33-year-old wife, and I felt proud of her but also excited. Although I had never revealed it to Gabi, I had a fantasy of watching her with another man. When I caught guys ogling her body or attempting to flirt with her, I secretly enjoyed it to the point I often had to fight an erection. For her part, Gabi didn’t necessarily dislike when men showed attention to her, but she was a decent and faithful wife and knew how to push back whenever someone was about to cross a line.

I leaned to Gabi and wrapped my arm around her waist. She turned to look at me, tilted her head to one side, and we kissed. Looking out of the corner of my eye, I saw the envious looks on the faces of at least four of the men in suits. One of the guys, perhaps in his mid-forties, dressed in a turquoise suit, seemed especially interested in us and not only interested. He was aroused by watching what we were doing because he was sporting an erection. The massive tent in his trousers indicated a big cock. The guy shamelessly stared at us, reaching down to his trousers to adjust his boner.

Gabi and I broke the kiss.

“I love you,” I whispered.

“I love you, too,” she whispered back.

The hotel guide walked towards the gate leading to the other pool. However, the man in the turquoise suit inquired about the drinks included in the membership, gesturing to the poolside bar behind us. The guide turned back and began explaining what was covered by the membership. The man in the turquoise suit, though he had asked the question, appeared more interested in Gabi, keeping his gaze fixed on her butt and rubbing his cock through his trousers, other than what the guide was saying. It was clear to me that his question was just a pretext to keep the group around us a little longer so he could ogle my wife.

I smiled to myself. You like her, don’t you?

I pulled Gabi for another kiss, and we intertwined lips. I kept looking at the man in the turquoise suit out of the corner of my eye. He was strong, muscular, tall, with broad shoulders. Suddenly, I felt intimidated. There was arrogance in his eye, which I didn’t like.

Oh, I thought, you arrogant bastard! Salivate on my wife as much as you like, but all you’ll get is blue balls! I slipped my hand from Gabi’s waist to her bum.

She grabbed my hand and pushed it off, giggling into my mouth.

We broke the kiss.

Gabi pulled her head back and looked at me, whispering, “Teddy! People are watching us!”

“So?” I asked, then lowered my voice. “You see the guy in the turquoise suit?” I nodded towards the guy’s direction.

Gabi turned to look at him.

“He can’t take his eyes off you!” I added quietly.

Gabi smiled, amused.

And then, the guy smiled back at her.

Gabi looked back at me and, giggling, whispered, “Yes, he’s staring!”

I put my hand on her thigh.

“Stop it, Teddy!” she whispered, pushing my hand off her leg.

“Why?” I asked in a hushed voice.

“He’s looking at us!”

“So?”

“We shouldn’t tease him.”

“Why not?”

“’Cos. . . I don’t know. The way he looks at me is. . . .” Gabi glanced at the guy, and he smiled at her again. She turned to look at me, blushing. “Let’s not tease him, OK?”

“Why?” I asked.

Gabi looked at the guy again.

He smiled yet again and gave her a quick, subtle wave.

She smiled back and turned her face at me. “Don’t know. He’s. . . .”

I raised my eyebrows. “Don’t you like him? He looks cute!”

“Teddy! You know I’m not such a girl!”

I smiled. “I know, I know. Just joking!”

Gabi rested her head on her hands and closed her eyes, her face flushed red. She was embarrassed, but a tiny smile flickered at the corners of her lips. She liked the attention of the man. She was a decent wife; she had never flirted with other men or cheated on me. But still, she was flattered on this occasion that a handsome, well-dressed, obviously wealthy man, judging by his suit and watch, was interested in her, a 33-year-old mother of two.

The group of men, along with their guide, finally walked away.

Enthused by my little show-off of Gabi, I slapped her on the butt. “Let’s go have a drink, shall we?” I got off the sunbed, discretely adjusted my erect cock in my swimming trunks and headed to the poolside bar.

Gabi followed me.

We enjoyed a drink, then picked up our towels and belongings from the loungers, and after returning the towels at the kiosk, we made our way back to our room. As we entered the hotel lobby, I spotted a man in a suit carrying a leather folder tucked under his arm. I realised he was one of the men from the group of prospective vacation membership buyers Gabi and I had watched from our loungers at the pool. He had kept somewhat apart from the others, so I hadn’t paid much attention to him, but his face was familiar. It became evident that he had been waiting for us as he hurried over to us with quick steps.

“Hello, guys!” he greeted.

“Hi,” I replied.

“Hi,” Gabi joined me.

“My name is Alex,” the guy introduced himself, extending his hand for a handshake.

“Teddy,” I introduced myself without shaking his hand. I didn’t like casual introductions like that.

“Gabriela.” Gabi nodded, opting not to shake the man’s hand either.

Alex smiled. “Beautiful name.”

“Thank you,” Gabi chirped, smiling back politely.

Alex glanced around and then asked, “Do you have a couple of minutes to talk to you about something? I’m certain you’ll be interested in what I have to say.” He gestured to a nearby empty coffee table with leather sofas and armchairs. “Shall we sit over there?”

“Umm. . . sure,” I agreed after a moment of hesitation.

Gabi and I followed Alex to the coffee table, took our seats, and he continued, “I work for Warren Ellsworth. You probably saw him, the guy in the turquoise suit, by the pool just thirty minutes ago?”

“Oh, yeah!” I nodded with a smile, remembering the man who couldn’t take his eyes off Gabi and had not bothered to hide his ‘excitement’.

Gabi also smiled shyly.

“Do you know who he is?” Alex asked.

Both Gabi and I shook our heads.

Alex smiled. “OK. Suffice it to say he’s a wealthy man. But that’s not what’s important. What is important is that he has a proposal for you.”

“What proposal?” I asked.

Alex smiled again. “He and his friends run a reality game, and he’d like to invite the two of you to take part.”

“A reality game?”

“Yes.”

“Like a reality show?” Gabi asked.

“Not a show. They don’t film it,” Alex clarified. “It’s a game where Warren and his friends invite couples to compete. It’s just for fun, not filmed, unscripted, and not for profit. Instead, it’s a charity event, helping couples earn good money.”

“Right, whatever,” I said, dismissive. “We don’t participate in—”

“Hold on!” Alex interrupted me. “Before you say no, let me explain the game.”

I nodded with a hint of curiosity. “OK, go ahead.”

“It’s like a survival game,” Alex said.

“We’re not exactly fitness enthusiasts,” I chimed in quickly. “We are not a good fit for survival games.”

Alex chuckled. “Oh, but you are. Warren saw the two of you and believes you’re a good fit.”

Gabi shook her head, doubtful. “Trust me, Alex. We’re not gym-goers.”

Alex persisted. “It doesn’t matter. You both are fit. I can see it. Warren saw that, too. He wants you to join the tribe, Gabriela.”

Gabi raised her eyebrows. “The tribe?”

“Yes,” Alex continued. “It’s part of the game. Let me explain. Only couples can take part. They—”

“Only couples, you say?”

“Yes, like yourselves. The game is held once a year. Warren and his friends pick beautiful places with pristine nature. Trust me, you’ll love it. And you’re in luck. You’ve got the last spot. A couple dropped out yesterday, so you’re replacing them. The game lasts a week and starts tonight.”

I shook my head. “No, we can’t! We’re flying to London tonight. We need to start looking for jobs tomorrow and—”

“Hold on! Hold on! Let me finish!” Alex waved his hand. “This is exactly why you should consider taking part in the game. Trust me! It’s much more exciting than searching for jobs and way better paid! Let me explain. Warren and his friends, the ones you saw at the pool, are the chieftains of the tribe. The six chieftains each select three couples, making a total of eighteen teams.

“The rules are simple. Each couple is given a token.” Alex pulled a coin-sized token from his pocket, which had an inscription resembling spread-out wings or flower petals. “Typically, the couples are dropped in separate starting locations. They are equipped with maps, survival kits, and everything they need for a trek. The couples have to find their way to a villa where the tribe chieftains have organised a special party. If one person in the couple gives up or, for any reason, can’t continue, the entire couple is eliminated. You have seven days to make it to the villa. Upon arrival, the chieftains invite the couples to hand over their tokens to qualify for the tribe membership. So, don’t lose the token! If you lose it, you are out!”

I shook my head in confusion. “I still don’t get it. What’s the point of the game?”

“They make bets!”

I raised my eyebrows, my curiosity piqued.

Alex chuckled, leaning forward. “OK, let me explain. Warren and his friends are filthy rich. Each chieftain puts a million dollars on each couple they select. And since not every couple makes it to the finale at the villa, the money from those who drop out is distributed among the remaining chieftains. If, for instance, one chieftain has selected three couples, and they all drop out, then the three million they have put in gets shared among the other five chieftains.”

It made sense that Warren and his rich friends had fun by betting on their proteges. However, something still did not add up, so I asked, “OK, they bet. But what’s in it for us, the participants?”

Alex grinned. “A lot. If you make it, you’ll win one hundred thousand dollars! Think about it—a hundred grand in just a week! Isn’t it good?”

I leaned back, my eyebrows raised in disbelief.

“It’s very real, Teddy!” Alex assured me. “You’ll sign a contract. If you reach the villa in time, you’ll cash in the money!”

“Cash in a hundred thousand dollars each, or share it between the two of us?” Gabi asked.

“Share it between the two of you,” Alex replied.

“I see. So, we’ll receive a total of a hundred thousand dollars if we make it to the villa?”

“That’s right.”

“And we get the money in our joint bank account immediately?”

Alex reached across the table, taking Gabi’s hand. “Yes, Gabriela, straight into your joint bank account. Or, if you prefer, we can arrange it to be split—$50,000 into your account and $50,000 into your husband’s account. We’ll outline it in the contract. Warren will transfer the money during the inauguration party.”

Gabi withdrew her hand from Alex’s grip. “Is this like a party for the new tribe members?”

“Correct! The game concludes with an inauguration party to celebrate your invitation to the tribe. The whole game is designed to prove your worthiness of becoming part of the tribe. Making it to the villa is the proof, and you are entitled to membership. If you choose to become a member, you will receive the tribe’s mark.”

“The tribe’s mark?”

“Yes. It grants you lifelong membership. But it’s a reverse membership. You’re paid to be a member. Unlike a vacation club!” Alex chuckled. “As tribal members, you’ll be invited to tribal parties throughout the year and receive $25,000 per annum just for attending. What could be better than being paid to attend parties?”

Gabi hesitated. “I don’t know. . . .”

Alex leaned in towards her with a reassuring smile. “Gabriela, you and your husband are a fortunate couple. We can fill in the contract right now. Do you have your passports with you?”

“Yes, in our room.”

“Great. We can sign the contract today. Instead of flying to London, you’ll take Warren’s private jet to the starting location.”

Gabi looked at me. “I don’t know, Teddy. Instead of applying for jobs. . . .”

Alex interjected, chuckling, “Think about it. You could spend a splendid week in the great outdoors, attend a fantastic party, earn money, and postpone the hassle of job hunting.”

Gabi looked back at Alex.

He smiled invitingly. “It’s a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity!”

Gabi and I exchanged glances.

“I don’t know,” Gabi murmured.

I shrugged my shoulders. “What can we lose?”

Alex pulled a document and pen from his folder and slid them across the table to Gabi. “Here’s the contract. Go ahead! Read it!”

Gabi picked up the document and started to pore over the content. Her brow furrowed as she scanned the words, her eyes moving quickly down the pages. When she reached the end, she glanced up at me, her eyes filled with uncertainty. She bit her lip nervously, wrestling with her decision.

I raised an eyebrow, silently urging her to decide.

She hesitated for a moment, her fingers gripping the papers, and then said, “OK. Go grab the passports.”

That’s how, without thinking too much, we signed the contract. It was a leap into the unknown, a spontaneous decision that would change the course of our lives.

Four hours later, we found ourselves on Warren’s private jet, the enormity of our decision sinking in. We didn’t see Warren or any of his friends; they were staying overnight in the resort for some business deals and would join us the next day. They were not required for the start of the game.


2. Stranded

Rain poured down again, soaking us through to the bone. I hugged Gabi tighter. She was shivering too much. Both of us were freezing, too lightly dressed for this far north. Standing on the shore of a swollen stream, we were cold, exhausted, wet, and lost, with no idea of what to do next. To compound our misery, hunger gnawed at us; we hadn’t eaten since our last meal on the plane almost two days earlier.

We were desperate for help, but no one was around. We didn’t even have our phones on us to call for help.

What had happened was that after landing, we were greeted by the game’s rep in the arrivals hall. He asked us to hand over our phones, passports, checked-in and hand luggage. These items were to be stored by the game organisers for the duration of the game, in line with the game rules. We were assured that our belongings would be waiting for us at the airport when it was time to fly back—regardless of whether we competed until the end of the game or were eliminated sooner.

I asked if we could at least change since Gabi was wearing only a light summer dress and sandals while I was in a T-shirt, Bermuda shorts and trainers. However, the rep assured us we didn’t need to change as we would find proper trekking clothes to our size in backpacks waiting for us at the game’s starting location, along with food and survival kits.

So we left all our belongings with the rep while another guy, a jeep driver, rushed us into a jeep to take us to the starting location. We were told we were running late; the game had already started, and we had to hurry up.

It was late at night when we arrived at the so-called starting location—a meadow in the middle of nowhere surrounded by woods. We got out of the jeep, and since we didn’t see any backpacks, rucksacks, or anything waiting for us, I asked the jeep driver where we could find them. Instead of answering my question, he said he didn’t know much about the game and was just hired to drive us to the place. He shoved a token, a compass, and a map into my hands, gave Gabi and me a filtered water bottle in a sling bag each, wished us good luck and drove off.

Already worried and feeling cold, Gabi and I embarked on a search for backpacks using the scarce moonlight. We had spent at least an hour scouting the area and had begun to panic when, at the edge of a nearby forested area, we bumped into Michelle and Jacques—a French couple in their late twenties. Michelle and Jacques were as lightly dressed as we were and had also left their phones and belongings at the airport with the same rep. They had been talked into taking part in the game by a guy named Paul at a hotel resort not too far away from ours. They had arrived at the starting location a couple of hours before us and had been searching for backpacks in vain ever since then. 

Gabi and I joined Michelle and Jacques in the search, venturing further into the forest, but to no avail. We gave up at about one o’clock past midnight and decided to wait until the morning.

The ground was wet, preventing us from lying down, so the four of us stood, hugging closely to keep warm. Despite my concerns that Gabi and I might have embarked on an ill-considered adventure, increasingly resembling a scam, the sleepless night turned from merely bearable to exciting. And the reason for my excitement? The two hot women pressed against Jacques and me. My fantasy of another man feeling up Gabi surged to life. The knowledge that Jacques was exploring my wife’s body and the feeling of the soft flesh of Michelle’s side boob pressed against me kept my erection on all night long.

When the morning arrived, I was able to have a better look at our companions. Michelle was pretty. She had a slim body, B-size boobs, a nice bum, long black hair and white skin. Jacques was also thin and tall.

We hugged for a little longer, but after the sun warmed us sufficiently to stop us shivering, we resumed searching for the backpacks. We didn’t have any success, and, at about nine o’clock, Michelle and Jacques gave up.

“I don’t think we should waste any more time,” Jacques said. “Let’s head for the villa!”

Gabi shook her head. “I’m not sure it’s a good idea to venture into these woods without proper equipment.”

“But if we don’t start moving, we won’t make it in time!”

“We won’t make it at all without the backpacks, Jacques!”

Jacques and Michelle exchanged glances, and then Jacques turned back to Gabi. “We have to take the risk. It’s risky staying here, too. I’d rather be on the move.”

Gabi looked around, then at her dress and shoes. “Jacques, look at my shoes! And in this dress. They’re falling apart. I can’t walk through the woods like this!”

“We’re not equipped for a trek,” I chimed in. “Look! It’s about to rain. It will become slippery. We’ll slip and break a limb and be toast.”

“And it’s cold. It’s fucking cold!” Gabi added, hugging herself, shivering slightly.

“Staying here won’t make a difference,” Michelle now interjected. “It’s cold everywhere. And it’s not like I’m dressed any better than you, Gabi. We have to at least try to reach the villa!”

Gabi shook her head. “I don’t think it’s a good idea.”

“We’ll chance it!” Michelle said with determination. “We came for the money. We can’t just hang around here!”

“Well, then, you have to do what you think is the best for you.”

“Are you sure you’re not coming with us?”

Gabi looked at me.

“I don’t know, Gabi,” I mumbled. “Whatever we decide will be wrong. You know how it goes.”

Gabi sighed. “I know, but I’d rather search for the survival kit and some clothes. Or if the jeep returns, I’ll go back home. I’m giving up on this madness!”

I turned to Jacques and Michelle. “I guess we might catch up with you later, or if not, good luck!”

“OK, then, good luck to you too!” Jacques replied.

“Good luck!” Michelle added.

The two of them waved us goodbye and disappeared into the forest.

How much I had come to regret that we hadn’t gone with them! The four of us probably would have had a better chance of survival. Or at least, we would have been giving each other courage. What Gabi and I did instead was waste another three hours in a futile search for backpacks in the local forest before realising we could not find them nor that anyone would come to pick us up, and, finally, we headed for the villa. We tried to follow the trail marked on the map, but our orientation skills were not great, and we got lost. It started to rain, making our lives even more miserable, and by noon of day three, we were at the end of our ropes—hopelessly lost and stuck on the shore of a swollen stream.

I stared at the raging water before Gabi and me. What shall we do? We can’t go back because we don’t know the way back. We’ll get even more lost than we already are! We know this is the general direction; we must keep going north. I looked at the compass. Yes, the north is ahead of us. We have to cross this stream!

The cold rain was beating on our shoulders, running down our backs. 

I looked at Gabi’s face. She looked pale, and tears welled in her eyes. I was worried about her. Hungry, cold, and exhausted. How much more could she take?

“Do you think we’re going to die here, Teddy?” Gabi choked out, her voice quivering.

She looked so beautiful, so innocent, and so vulnerable. 

I forced a smile on my face. “No, of course not!” 

I rubbed her shoulder, then her back, trying to warm her up.

My effort was of little help. Her body felt cold; she was shivering.

I looked around. We can’t stay in the rain. We have to keep moving.

I looked at the stream again. It’s only about twenty feet wide and probably waist-deep. But it is growing in size, and if we are to cross it, we have to do it sooner rather than later.  

I looked back at Gabi. “Honey, shall we try to get to the other shore?” 

“I can’t,” she murmured, smiling apologetically.

“Honey, we can’t stay here. We have to keep going!”

Gabi stared at the formidable stream, sighed, and then pulled away from my grasp. With unsteady steps, she made her way to the water’s edge. Her dress was in tatters, its fabric torn in multiple places by the relentless onslaught of thorns, thistles, encroaching shrubs, and tangled brambles we had encountered in our arduous journey. There were holes through which a lot of her skin could be seen. She didn’t wear a bra under her dress, and her breasts were partially exposed by a long gash in the fabric on her chest. Even her thong had taken a beating—I could see a good portion of her left butt cheek through the torn dress and thong. My clothes were not faring any better. But worse than being half-naked was that we were wet and cold. Coming in summer clothes this north in September was such a bad idea. The only good thing was that there were no mosquitoes at this time of the year.

I ran after Gabi and grabbed her hand just as she walked into the water. She gripped my hand tight, and I moved ahead, leading the way. The current was strong, but we had to try. 

Suddenly, there was a drop, and we found ourselves wading chest-deep. The cold stabbed through me like a knife. I thought of turning back, but no, we had to cross!

I pressed on, tugging on Gabi’s hand.

We slipped several times on underwater rocks but, fortunately, did not fall. We were so exhausted that I doubt we would have stood up had we fallen. Luckily, we made it to the other shore, shivering and panting. 

We looked at each other. We had taken a serious battering.

The powerful pull of the water, or Gabi herself while grappling with the strong currents, had caused more damage to her dress, which was now barely staying on her body. Her right boob was hanging out of the ripped cleavage, and her stomach was completely exposed. 

Gabi didn’t care. She had given up long ago worrying about the condition of her attire.

“We made it,” she murmured and was about to hug me, but I tugged on her hand, saying, “Let’s try to get past this forest patch, honey. I think there’s an opening and a hill beyond it. We should try to get our bearings from there.”

“OK,” Gabi whispered, letting me lead her away from the stream.

We took the path I had seen from the other shore, and ten minutes later, we reached the opening in the forest.

Gabi pulled on my hand. “Can we stop for a rest?”

I stopped and turned to look at her. 

She was shivering hard. Her face had lost its colour, and her lips had turned blue. She looked like she was fainting. 

“I’m very cold,” she muttered.

I let go of her hand and touched her cheek. It was freezing cold.

“I think I’m gonna die, Teddy,” she whispered, her teeth chattering. “I’m so sorry!”

My heart sank, and I whimpered, “Oh, honey, you won’t! You’ll be OK!” I stroked her arm, my mind racing: I’m losing her! I’ve got to do something! Now! But what? Think! Fast! Warm her up! Yes, hug her!

I dropped the two sling bags with the water bottles I was carrying on the ground and opened my arms to hug her when we heard someone shouting, “Hey, guys!”

We looked in the direction of the voice and saw through the curtain of rain a man emerging from the forest to our right, about fifteen feet away from us. He was completely naked, wearing only trainers and holding a small plastic bag in his hand.

He headed towards us, walking with fast steps, his massive cock swinging between his legs.

“You all right?” he asked as he reached us.

Gabi and I did not answer his question; we just stared at him.


3. Hypothermia

The man stood about six feet tall, his slim but muscular physique catching my attention. His handsome face was framed by shoulder-length black hair, and dark brown eyes peered out from beneath a stubbled beard. He appeared to be in his late twenties or early thirties, and his distinct accent and facial features hinted at his Spanish origin.

“Jordi,” he introduced himself and held his hand out.

I shook his hand. “Theodore. Call me Teddy!” 

“God, you’re cold,” he said as he let go of my hand and stretched his hand to Gabi.

Gabi took his hand, whispering, “Gabriela.”

“Oh, dear!” Jordi exclaimed, holding her hand. “You’re shivering!”

“I’m very cold, Jordi,” she whispered through her chattering teeth. “Very cold!”

“Gabi and I got lost,” I interjected. “We’re taking part in a game—”

“I know. I’m taking part in the same game,” Jordi interrupted me. “She has hypothermia, Teddy! We need to warm her up.” He turned to Gabi. “Gabi, you’re OK if I call you Gabi?”

Gabi nodded, shivering uncontrollably.

“Let’s get your clothes off!” he said.

“Get her clothes off?!” I squeaked, my eyes widening in disbelief and indignation at Jordi’s suggestion.

“Yes! Get her clothes off!” Jordi nodded firmly, glancing at me. “You, too! Get rid of your wet clothes, and let’s hug her! We’ll use our bodies to warm her up. Quick!”

Gabi wasn’t saying anything, just shivering and looking at Jordi.

“She’s my wife,” I said.

“I know, and that’s why help me save her!” Jordi said. He looked at Gabi’s exposed breast and brushed it with the back of his hand, adding, “She definitely has hypothermia!”

“How do you know?” I asked. 

Gabi wobbled but kept her balance, staring at Jordi and smiling faintly.

“I’m a doctor by profession,” Jordi said, dropping his plastic bag on the ground.

Without further ado, he grabbed the shoulder strings of Gabi’s dress and pulled the dress down to her waist, completely exposing her breasts. As she held onto his shoulders, he crouched down, sliding the dress over her hips and down to her ankles. He then helped her step out of the dress before standing up again.

I quickly peeled my T-shirt off and dropped it on the ground.

“Everything, Teddy!” Jordi shouted to me.

Hurriedly, almost in fear, I took my shorts off, baring my cock since I wasn’t wearing underwear.

Jordi hooked his fingers in the waistband of Gabi’s thong, about to pull the thong down.

She grabbed his hands to stop him.

He looked up at her, smiling softly. “Gabi, it’s OK. Let me help you!”

Gabi let go of his hands, and Jordi, squatting slightly, pulled her thong down to her ankles, baring her butt and shaved pussy with its landing strip on top.

Gripping his shoulders for balance, Gabi stepped out of her knickers.

Jordi rose, then wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her closer, saying, “Hug me, Gabi! Tight!” He pressed his body tight against hers.

Gabi hugged him. Her tits squashed against his chest, her stomach pressed against his abs.

Jordi looked at me. “Hug her from behind! Quick!”

Standing behind Gabi, I wrapped my arms around her and Jordi and pressed my body tight against hers.

Despite my exhaustion, worries, and the biting cold, my cock hardened the moment I pushed my crotch against Gabi’s butt. But it wasn’t only the physical sensation of feeling her body that was giving me the hard-on. It was the thought and sight of another man hugging my naked wife.

Jordi leaned his head forward and pressed his cheek against Gabi’s. I heard him whisper in her ear, “Rest your head on my shoulder, Gabi. Relax! Let your body open up and take warmth from me. I’m holding you tight. You’re in good hands. Relax!”

Jordi and I stood still, holding Gabi in our embrace. Within a couple of minutes or so, her shivering eased off, and it subsided after another three or five minutes.

“You feeling better?” Jordi whispered.

“Yes,” Gabi whispered back. “Thank you!”

“Stay like this. A little longer.”

“OK.”

My cock was fully hard. It was such a turn-on to have Gabi sandwiched, fully naked, between me and another man. I knew she felt my cock poking against her bum and might have found my ‘excitement’ odd. And she would have been right. Rather than having hard-ons, I was supposed to be worried about her shivering with hypothermia, naked, in the hands of a stranger, who was naked too. But I couldn’t stop my erection. I just couldn’t! It felt so erotic that I couldn’t fight my urges.

I tried to reassure myself: Gabi might find my arousal odd, but she wouldn’t guess the real reason. How could she? She only knows she’s irresistible and that I adore her body. I’ve always struggled to contain my erection around her; she’s well aware of that.

Perhaps ten minutes passed, and Gabi seemed to have warmed up sufficiently because she had stopped shivering completely. I felt warmer, too. The rain had stopped, which also helped a lot.

Gabi placed her hands on Jordi’s chest and gently pushed him off her. “I think I’m fine now.”

Both Jordi and I let go of her and stepped away.

Gabi looked up at Jordi’s face, finding for the first time a moment to have a closer look at the person who had just helped her so much. She studied his features, taking in subtle details she might have missed in her dire state a few minutes earlier.

The longer she stared at him, the more her expression softened until her eyes lit up, and she chirped, “Thank you!”

Jordi smiled back. “You’re welcome!”

Gabi’s eyes moved from Jordi’s face to his chest down to his abs. And then she blushed, and, at the same time, a smile flickered at the corners of her lips.

I traced her gaze. She was looking at Jordi’s hard cock—an uncut, thick, well-shaped seven-and-a-half or eight-inch-sized cock.

Jordi looked down at his sizeable member and ran the back of his hand over the top of his shaft, from the cock base up to the tip, making his manhood throb. Then he looked up at Gabi and shrugged apologetically. “I’m sorry, Gabi! I’m a man.”

Gabi giggled. “I can see that!”

“A man who appreciates women,” I added, wrapping my arm around Gabi’s shoulder.

Jordi corrected me, chuckling, “Beautiful women!”

“OK,” Gabi mumbled, embarrassed and blushing profusely.

She pulled away from me and looked at her clothes on the ground.

She was about to bend over to pick them up, but Jordi stopped her, saying, “Don’t put them on.” He looked up at the sky. “The sun is out. Let it warm you.” Then he pointed at a nearby bush. “We’ll hang them over there to dry.” He looked back at Gabi. “But first things first. Are you hungry?”

Gabi nodded yes, smiling shyly.

Jordi picked up the plastic bag from the ground. “If I knew I’d meet you, I’d have saved more.” He offered her the bag. 

Gabi took the bag, looked into it, and then looked back at him. “You sure?” 

He nodded. “Yes.”

She pulled a half-eaten sandwich out of the bag and took a bite. She swallowed and took another bite. I watched Gabi eat, and, at the same time, I observed Jordi out of the corner of my eye. He was ogling her naked body. His persistent erection was another proof that he looked at my wife more than just as a patient of his. 

Gabi took a third bite, then stretched her hand, offering me whatever was left from the sandwich.

I shook my head. 

“Honey, have some!” she urged me with concern in her eyes. “You haven’t eaten for two days!” 

I refused with another shake of my head. “I’m fine. Go ahead, honey, finish it!”

Gabi ate the rest of the sandwich and offered the bag to Jordi.  

He pushed her hand back. “There’s an apple in there. Please, have it!”

“No, I can’t,” she declined with an appreciative smile. “It’s yours.”

“Gabi, I ate the other half of the sandwich and am not suffering from hypothermia. I’ll be OK, trust me!”

Gabi took an apple out of the bag and offered it to me. “Honey?”

This time, I couldn’t resist the temptation and took the apple. “OK. Just a bite!” I had a bite and gave her back the apple.

Gabi finished it and handed Jordi the empty bag. “Thank you, Jordi!”

Jordi took the bag and lifted his gaze to us. “So, you’re in the game. Warren Ellsworth’s game, right?”

Gabi and I nodded yes.

“Who selected you?” Jordi asked. “Warren, Paul, Jeremy?” 

“Warren,” I replied.

“Has he not been in touch with you?”

“He has. We met him at our hotel—”

“No, no,” Jordi interrupted me. “I meant after the game started.”

I shook my head. “No, he hasn’t.”

“Strange. He should’ve by now. Do you have the token with you?”

“Yes,” I said and picked up my sling bag. I pulled the token out of its front pocket and showed it to Jordi.

He nodded. “OK. You haven’t lost it. He’ll be in touch soon.”

“I hope so! ‘Cos we need help!”

“Oh, he’ll give you help, all right?” Jordi waved the empty plastic bag. “A sandwich and an apple. That’s what they give!”

I tucked the token back into the bag’s pocket. “No. We need more than that! We need a lift to civilisation! How can we get in touch with him?”

“He’ll find you,” Jordi said with confidence.

“How?” I asked, dropping the sling bag on the ground.

“The token has a GPS transmitter in it. They track the participants through the tokens all the time. Not me, though. I left mine with Bonck.”

“Who’s Bonck?”

“My partner in the game. It was with him when I ran away.”

I raised my eyebrows. “You ran away?”

Jordi nodded. “Yes. I ran away. Nathan and Jimmy turned up an hour ago. Bonck and I were desperate and agreed to do it, but then I chickened out and fled.”

“You confuse me. What did you agree to do, and why did you flee?”

Jordi stared at Gabi and me for a while, then asked, “You two don’t have a clue what’s going on, do you?”

“Umm, apparently not,” I replied.

“Do you know what this game is about?”

“Yes, about a prize of—”

“No, no. The prize is there. But what’s in the game for Warren, Nathan, Jimmy? The game sponsors. The tribe chieftains?”

“They bet on the couples.”

Jordi waved his hand off. “No, that’s what Alex says. He’s their assistant, luring people in. They don’t bet. They give these prizes and organise all of this so that they can have sex with people they like!”

Gabi’s and my jaws dropped.

“That’s right!” Jordi nodded. “They use their power to dominate and control. They take pleasure in it. That’s why they select couples, ideally a wife and husband. They fuck the wife—sorry, Gabi—in front of the husband so they get a double pleasure—sex with a beautiful woman and humiliation of her husband.”

Gabi shook her head in disbelief. “Gosh! I knew something was dodgy. Offering us to play, just like that, out of the blue. No time to think about it, just, here’s the contract, sign it!”

Jordi continued, “Yes, that’s their tactic. No time to think it through. The moment they set their sights on a couple, they act swiftly. Offer a contract, you see the prize money—fantastic sum, within a week. Transport to the game, private jet, all included! And you? You sign it. 

“However, they’re deliberately vague about what happens once the game starts. You see, the chieftains ensure you’re miserable. Left in the wilderness, on your own, without food, proper clothing, anything. It quickly turns into a survival situation—you’re desperate, tired, and scared. 

“Then, the chieftains appear, offering salvation. Food, a promise to return you to civilisation—you name it—in exchange for. . .”—Jordi paused for dramatic effect—”sex!

“No one can prove later what happens here in the wilderness, and no one tries. The chieftains ensure that couples who yield to the blackmail reach the villa. Think about it. Why would these couples complain after winning their prize money? And who’d want to go through the embarrassment of spilling everything, plus solicitors’ fees, and all that hassle? No one. The couples tell themselves, ‘It was just a crazy adventure that got us a hundred grand in less than a week! No one needs to know.’ That’s how Warren and his mates keep getting away with it every year.”

Jordi stopped talking and waited for what he had told us to sink in.

Gabi and I stood in silence, feeling the sun’s gentle warmth on us. Time seemed to stand still, with no rush to move on. Lost in thought and temporarily oblivious to her surroundings, Gabi was rubbing her tits with one hand while her other hand had slipped to the landing strip above her pussy, softly stroking her pubic hair.

Jordi’s eyes fixated on her hand between her legs. He covered his still erect cock with the bag, not wanting Gabi to notice that she continued to arouse him.

After a while, Gabi finally snapped out of her thoughts and looked at him. “How do you know about all this?”

Jordi smiled. “A friend of mine knows someone who took part in the game last year.”

Gabi furrowed her brow. “I don’t get you. Why did you come if you knew what was going on?”

“For the money. I was without a job for a long time and accumulated debts. It’s the same with Bonck. The poor guy. He’s only twenty-two and has a huge financial burden on his shoulders. His parents and relatives in Congo need financial support.”

“Bonck’s a guy, and you’re a guy. How did both of you end up in the game when they select only couples?”

“The couples can be gay, can’t they? You see, Nathan and Jimmy are gay and choose gay couples. Warren, Paul, Jeremy and Anthony are hetero; they have tastes for wives.”

“So, you and Bonck are gay?” Gabi asked, her voice carrying a mix of curiosity and a subtle undertone of disappointment.

Jordi shook his head. “No. We pretended to be gay to get picked up. We stayed in the same hotel where we learned Nathan and Jimmy were staying and made sure we bumped into them in the sauna. Bonck has a big—sorry, Gabi—cock, and, well, mine is of decent size, and we knew Nathan and Jimmy are into big cocks, so we used our assets to attract their attention. And they invited us to the game. We knew what would be expected from us and thought we could do it, but when—I’m sorry—I’ll stop.”

“No, please, tell us what happened!” I insisted. “I’m curious.”

Jordi hesitated briefly, then continued, “Well, they approached us. They drive large, all-terrain vehicles. We were desperate and agreed to have sex with them. But then, when Nathan touched, you know, my anus with his thing, I couldn’t! I grabbed the bag and ran, stark naked, as you see me. Bonck stayed behind. He was expected to fuck Jimmy in the arse, but of course, Bonck’s not gay and couldn’t get an erection. I don’t know what happened after I fled, but I saw the fear in Bonck’s eyes!” Jordi smiled. “We’ll probably laugh about this once we have the money.”

“Really, Jordi?” I exclaimed.

“What?”

“The chieftains blackmail people! Can you trust them to pay you a hundred grand?”

“Oh, yes, they will! They always honour the terms of the contract. My friend’s friend knows this for sure.”

I shook my head. “I don’t believe that. Once a cheater, always a cheater! They’ve cheated us on provisions, trekking clothes, backpacks!”

“No, they haven’t,” Jordi disagreed. “The contract doesn’t mention backpacks, food, or any of that. If you remember, unless your contract is different, they say they’ll support you, but they don’t specify how, do they? Arriving with a jeep and offering help for sex is, technically, a form of support, isn’t it?”

I paused, recalling our contract. “Yeah, you’re right. They’ve stitched us up nicely.” 

A frown crossed Jordi’s face. “They don’t cheat with the money, but you’ve got to make it to the villa. And it’s a four-day walk from here.”

“You sure it’s four days?”

“Yes, the map says so.”

“You read maps?” I asked, my interest sharply piqued.

“Yes,” Jordi replied with a smile. “I’ve been in a scouts club.”

“Like, you’re good at these things?”

“Yes, I am. I’m good at survival techniques.”

Gabi and I exchanged glances. Unexpectedly, there was a glimmer of hope—Jordi could become our ticket out of the wilderness!

With one of her most charming smiles, Gabi placed her hand on Jordi’s shoulder, looking deep into his eyes. “Jordi, please, can you take us to civilisation?”

Jordi took her hand. “Gabi, of course, but our best option is the villa. It’s much closer than the nearest town. Come with Bonck and me and collect your prize money! You’ll be safe with us!”

Gabi and Jordi locked eyes.

She flashed another winsome smile. “Promise you won’t leave us!”

He reassured her, “Of course, I won’t leave you, Gabi! How could I now that I’ve found you?”

“Thank you!” Gabi whispered, pulling her hand from Jordi’s grasp and blushing profusely, realising that his words conveyed more than the assurance she sought. She glanced at me. “It looks like we’re going to continue.”

I nodded. “Yes, indeed.”

Jordi placed his hand on Gabi’s hip. “But first, I’ve got to return for Bonck. He’s got the token. They won’t pay me without him and the token!”

“Where is he?” I asked.

Jordi nodded at the grove of trees behind us. “They’re on the other side.” 

“Will you come back for us?” Gabi asked him.

He smiled. “Of course I will!” 

They held each other’s gaze for a moment.

Jordi then said, “Gabi, I think fate brought us together. I won’t abandon you!” He moved his hand from her hip to her butt and gently squeezed her butt cheek. “Do you trust me?”

Gabi blushed again but didn’t mind his hand on her bum and, after a lingering pause, whispered, “Yes, I trust you, Jordi!”

“OK, I’ll be back soon.” Jordi let go of her buttock. “Wait for me here!” 

He turned around and headed back towards the clearing in the forest from where he had come.

Gabi called out, “Jordi!”

He stopped, turned around and looked at her.

“I don’t think the sun will dry my clothes,” she said, glancing at her tattered clothes sprawled on the wet ground. “Can you ask this Nathan guy for a match or something so we could start a fire?”

“They don’t give anything for free,” Jordi replied. “I know what Nathan wants, but I won’t agree to it.“ He grabbed his now flaccid cock with one hand and covered his backside with the other, laughing. “I want to keep my private parts safe!”

Gabi laughed. “Oh, I wasn’t suggesting that!”

I smiled, happy that Gabi was feeling better and her spirits were up for the first time since our arrival in the wilderness. Then, I turned to Jordi. “Jordi, simply ask him for dry clothes, will you?”

Jordi let go of his cock and began stroking his chin, his face turning serious. “Umm. . . let me think.”

I looked back at Gabi and thought, seeing the mild smile still lingering on her lips: She’s happy and has reasons to be. She’s not feeling cold. The sun’s come out. It’s warm now. We’ve found someone who knows how to get us safely to the villa, and we can win a hundred grand! But it’s not only that. Jordi’s pleasant company. He’s energetic, optimistic, caring, and, well, let’s face it, she finds him attractive. If I ask her, she won’t admit it. Perhaps she doesn’t even realise it. But I’ve never seen her look at another man like she’s looking at Jordi right now. She’s grateful that he saved her life. That makes her feel close to him. Oh, yeah, she definitely feels close to him. Look at her! She doesn’t even bother to cover herself! And the way she looks at his cock? She’s never indicated she’s a size queen, but, well, his cock certainly impresses her! She’s absolutely attracted to him. And why not? He’s a handsome man with an impressive tool down there!

Jordi finally said, “OK. Do you know what I’ll do? I’ll negotiate with Nathan on the basis that it’s a lifesaving situation.”

“Jordi! Jordi!” someone shouted, and we turned to look in the direction of the voice.


4. Tribulations

A tall, black man with a heavy trekking backpack emerged from the same opening in the forest Jordi had come from.

Jordi’s face lit up as he waved at the guy. “Hey, Bonck!”

Seeing the newcomer heading towards us, Gabi quickly covered her pussy with one hand while wrapping her other arm around her breasts.

Bonck joined us and greeted everyone with a friendly “Hello!”

I responded with a nod, while Gabi offered a shy but warm smile.

“This is Gabi, and this is Teddy,” Jordi introduced Gabi and me to his friend.

“Nice to meet you,” Bonck said, taking the backpack off and dropping it on the ground.

Now, I had an opportunity to look closer at Bonck. He wore zip-off trousers, hiking boots, and a trekking shirt with a hooded sleeveless puffer jacket over it. The guy was young, 22 or 23 years old, six feet four or five inches tall, with broad shoulders and a muscular chest. Despite his clothes, I could see his strong arm muscles.

“Look at you! Well-equipped now,” Jordi said with a smile. “It seems Jimmy has been very kind to you!”

Bonck ignored his friend’s remark, bent over and opened the backpack. He pulled out a pair of jeans, a T-shirt, socks and men’s briefs and handed them to Jordi, saying, “Here. Your clothes!”

Jordi took the clothes. “How come?”

“I care about you!”

“Thank you. Did you do it?”

Bonck snapped at Jordi, “Put your clothes on!”

Jordi smiled mischievously and kicked his wet trainers off. He put on his briefs, followed by his jeans. Then he tucked the socks into his pocket, put his T-shirt on and turned his shoes upside down to drain them.

“Light a fire and dry your shoes!” Bonck said. He retrieved a folding hand saw, a camping knife and a survival fire starter from the backpack and put them on the ground.

“Will do. Thanks,” Jordi responded.

Bonck stood up and looked at Gabi and me. “You must be hungry.”

Gabi nodded. I nodded as well.

Bonck bent over again, browsed through the backpack and took out two Peperami salami snack packs. He stood up and stretched his hand with the snack packs to Gabi and me.

I took one of the packs, opened it in a hurry, and began eating the first salami stick, muttering, “Thank you” with a full mouth. I was too hungry to worry about etiquette.

Gabi was not picking up the other snack pack.

Bonck stretched his hand closer to her. “This one’s for you. Have it!”

Gabi blushed and stepped back, whispering, “Please, give it to my husband! I’ll eat it later.”

I grabbed the snack pack from Bonck’s hand.

Bonck’s gaze travelled from Gabi’s face to her chest, where she was still covering her breasts with her arm. He then lowered his eyes to her stomach and further down to her other hand, which was shielding her pussy from sight.

“Oh, I see,” Bonck said, realising Gabi’s state of undress was the reason for her refusal to pick up the salami pack.

“Gabi is suffering from hypothermia,” Jordi explained. “Her clothes need to dry before she can put them on.”

Bonck shifted his gaze to our wet clothes, still sprawled on the ground, and shook his head. “No. Her dress is torn to pieces. She can’t put it on.” He looked back at Gabi and smiled. “Gabi, I think I can help you.” He bent over and pulled a short pleated denim skirt from the backpack, followed by a white crop top.

Jordi chuckled upon seeing the women’s clothes in Bonck’s hand. “Jimmy must have been pleased with your services to give you his special outfit!”

Bonck stood up and offered the clothes to Gabi. “Please put them on!”

“Thank you!” Gabi said, grabbing the clothes and briefly exposing her breasts.

“Jimmy wore these for Bonck,” Jordi clarified for Gabi and me.

Bonck said to Gabi, “We’ll turn away,” turning his back to her. Jordi followed suit.

Gabi wasted no time in slipping into the miniskirt. It was short, revealing plenty of thigh, but it was better than being naked. She examined the crop top—a piece of semi-sheer embroidery with delicate short sleeves, a plunging V-neck, and a single spaghetti tie in front, all intentionally designed to be revealing. The frown on Gabi’s face made clear her discomfort with the scant coverage the top would offer her chest. Yet, she knew she didn’t have much choice and put it on. She tied the top, but the two front panels didn’t quite close, leaving much of her breasts exposed, including the areolas. Untying it, she adjusted the panels and tied it again. This time, the front panels covered the top of her breasts, but the tie brought together the top corners, making the lower parts open like flaps, revealing a good portion of the base of her boobs.

After a brief examination of her chest, Gabi sighed and, deciding there was not much more she could do with the crop top, said, “Thank you, Bonck, Jordi!” It was her signal that Bonck and Jordi might turn around, which they promptly did.

Seeing her, Jordi smiled. “It feels better, doesn’t it?”

Gabi nodded, smiling, too. “Oh, yeah! Much better! Although”—she glanced at her cleavage, frowned briefly, then waved her hand—”never mind! It is what it is!”

She reached her hand to me, and I gave her the snack pack designated for her. She opened it and started eating.

Bonck crouched down beside his backpack, took out another salami snack pack and handed it to Jordi.

Jordi took the snack pack, saying, “Thank you! You did very well, Bonck!”

“I didn’t do it! OK?” Bonck said, his voice rising.

“You didn’t?”

“I didn’t. I just couldn’t.”

Jordi opened the pack, pulled out a salami stick and took a bite from it. Then he said, “Thank God for Jimmy! How did you make him give you a whole rucksack with goodies for free?”

Bonck took another snack pack. “It wasn’t him. It was Nathan!”

“Nathan?”

“Yes, Nathan.”

Bonck stood up, opened his snack pack, pulled out a salami stick, and took a bite.

Jordi mumbled with a full mouth, “I guess Nathan didn’t give you all this out of the good of his heart.”

Bonck spat out the bite of salami and shouted, “I blew him, OK?!” He wiped his mouth and tucked the salami stick back into the pack. “I blew him! After you ran away. I couldn’t get hard on Jimmy’s ass! No skirt, no socks can make him a woman!” Bonck looked at Gabi and me. “Pardon my language!” He looked back at Jordi. “Then Nathan asked me to blow him, and I did it. OK? For your clothes and his backpack!”

Jordi tapped Bonck on the shoulder. “You did well!”

“Fuck you!” Bonck snapped at Jordi, pushing his hand away, then swiftly looked at Gabi. “I am not gay, Gabi!”

Gabi stopped eating and stared at Bonck. He looked agitated, and she was concerned, even scared of him.

“I am not gay!” Bonck seethed the words through his teeth.

“OK!” Gabi said quietly. She was not taking her eyes off Bonck, holding the salami stick in her hand, inches away from her mouth, but too scared to resume eating or move and thus somehow agitate him more.

Bonck shouted vehemently, “I like women, Gabi! I very much like women! I like women like you!”

“OK, Bonck. I understand,” Gabi said, growing alarm in her eyes. “Calm down, please!”

“Yeah, mate, calm down!” Jordi intervened.

Bonck took a deep breath and now said in a much calmer voice, “I did what I had to do to survive!”

Gabi nodded. “Yes, you did what you had to do.”

“But I like women!”

“You like women.”

“Do you believe me?”

“Yes, I do.”

“I get hard on women only! Not on men!” Bonck’s voice cracked with intensity. He turned to Jordi. “You know I like women, don’t you?”

Jordi nodded. “I know, Bonck, I know. Now calm down, will you?” Initially cheeky when asking Bonck about Nathan and Jimmy, Jordi was now genuinely worried as he observed Bonck’s distress.

“I took his cock into my mouth!” Bonck whined.

Jordi tried to reassure Bonck, placing a hand on his shoulder. “It doesn’t make you gay, Bonck.”

“I agree,” I added.

Tears welled up in Bonck’s eyes. “But he. . . he emptied himself.” Bonck glanced at Gabi, who had been looking at him with growing sympathy, and, seeing her supportive gaze, sobbed, “I swallowed, Gabi. I swallowed.”

Gabi opened her arms. “Oh, poor thing!”

Bonck stepped towards her, and she hugged him.

He held onto her tightly. “I didn’t tell them I wasn’t gay. I faked it. I faked I was gay. Am I gay?”

Gabi rubbed his back reassuringly. “No, of course, you are not.”

“In his culture, being gay is still considered taboo,” Jordi explained.

Gabi rested her head on Bonck’s chest and whispered, “I can hear your heart, Bonck! It tells me you’re not gay.”

“I like women, you know,” Bonck continued to sob.

“Shh, I know. I know.”

“I get hard on women only.”

“Yes, you do.”

Bonck suddenly pulled away from Gabi. “I do. Look!” He hastily unzipped his trousers.

“I believe you, Bonck! I believe you!” Gabi hurriedly said, guessing what Bonck was about to do.

However, Bonck pulled down his trousers to his knees, revealing a massive bulge in his briefs.

Jordi shouted, “Bonck, you don’t have to do this!”

“I have to show her I’m not gay!” Bonck yelled.

Jordi raised his hands. “Don’t do it, Bonck! She believes you!”  

“Yes, I believe you,” Gabi chimed in.

“Look, Gabi! You gave me this!” Bonck shouted, pulling down his briefs to his knees. His cock sprang out, fully erect.

“Gosh! It’s big!” Gabi whispered and covered her mouth with her hands, staring at the massive black cock.

“Wow!” I also exclaimed at the sight of the biggest cock I had ever seen.

Jordi chuckled. “What do they say? Congolese men have the biggest cocks on the planet!”

“Do you believe me now?” Bonck asked and pushed his pelvis forward. The circumcised penis, with its bulbous cock head and crisscrossed veins, stood proud, hard, and imposing.

Gabi uncovered her mouth and, still not taking her eyes off Bonck’s cock, whispered, “I do.”

“Have I proven to you I like women?”

“Yes.”

Jordi chuckled. “What you’ve proven, Bonck, is that you have hots for Gabi.”

Bonck looked abruptly at Jordi.

Jordi shrugged, smiling. “What?!” He nodded at Bonck’s cock. “Your cock has voted unambiguously: you are not gay, and you like Gabi very much!”

“Oh, yeah,” I added. “If you got such a boner from just a hug!”

Bonck looked at me, his face flushed red.

I shrugged my shoulders, smiling. “The cock wants what the cock wants. You can’t hide it, can you?”

Bonck turned to look at Gabi just as she shifted her gaze from his cock to his face.

She, too, was blushing, just like him, but now a smile flickered at the corners of her mouth.

“Sorry, Gabi, I-I,” Bonck stammered. “I lost it.”

Without saying anything, Gabi took a bite from her salami stick, her smile continuing to play on her lips.

Bonck hurriedly pulled up his briefs. “Sorry.”

“That’s OK,” Gabi said and took another bite from her sausage. 

He pulled up his trousers, murmuring, “I got carried away.”

Another smile spread across Gabi’s face.  

Bonck zipped his fly. “I shouldn’t have shown you my. . . ‘thingy’.”

Gabi laughed. “It’s OK, Bonck. I’m a married woman and have seen. . . . ‘thingies’.”

“Yes,” Bonck mumbled, still embarrassed, retrieving the salami stick he had tucked back into his snack pack. A cheeky smile crossed Jordi’s face as he watched Bonck take a bite from his salami.

“What?” Bonck asked, his mouth full.

“Nothing,” Jordi replied with a shrug, and a second later, added, “You look so sexy eating that salami, mate!” bursting into laughter.

Gabi and I joined in the laughter.

This time, Bonck didn’t take offence. Shaking his head with a smile, he continued eating.


5. Bonding

After the four of us had satisfied our hunger, Jordi and Bonck set about gathering dry wood while Gabi and I remained basking in the sun rays, soaking up the warmth. Once they had collected sufficient firewood, Jordi lit a fire near the bush he’d earmarked earlier for drying our clothes. Bonck then arranged two logs on opposite sides of the fire to create makeshift seating, and Jordi invited Gabi and me, “Come, gather round and enjoy our campfire!”

Gabi, practical as ever, responded, “Let me hang the clothes first!”

She bent over for her clothes, grasping the bottom of her skirt at the back with one hand and holding it down to ensure she didn’t flash her bum and pussy. However, her breasts hung freely, fully exposed, as the crop top wasn’t designed to cover her bosom when bending. Ignoring Jordi’s and Bonck’s lustful stares at her tits, she picked up her dress and thong from the ground and spread the dress out to examine it.

Jordi glanced at the torn dress. “It’s good only as a cover during the night.” 

“Yeah, I guess,” Gabi agreed with him.  

“We’ve got bedding,” Bonck interjected, nodding at his backpack.

“What do we have?” Jordi asked his friend.

Bonck crouched down beside the backpack and started rummaging through it. “We’ve got a waterproof container of matches, and look, a camping axe!” He retrieved a small axe from the pack and placed it on the ground, then continued with his inventory check. “Four foldable tent poles, tent stakes, cords, and tarps. There’s a pot, two cups, and a camping plate. Oh, and a snare kit.”

“That’s good,” Jordi interjected. “I can catch some game with that.”

“We have tissues,” Bonck continued, “tea bags and sugar packets. Ah, I found them, the bed linens! We have two inflatable pillows and two waterproof blankets.” He looked up at Jordi. “That’s what we’ve got.”

“We’ll need more blankets,” Jordi concluded. “It gets very cold at night.” He turned to Gabi. “Let the dress dry, Gabi! We’ll find a use for it.”

Gabi hung her dress on the bush and began examining her thong, which had also sustained significant damage.

Jordi snatched the thong from her hand. “I think this one’s seen better days.”

“Jordi!” Gabi squeaked, grabbing hold of her knickers. “Don’t look at it!” 

She pulled on the thong, but Jordi didn’t let go.

“Why?” he asked with a sheepish smile.

“’Cos it’s dirty,” I interjected.

“Yes!” Gabi agreed with me, staring at Jordi and tugging on her thong. “Let go!” 

Jordi held on and teased, “But I’d like to have it. Something from you.”

“No! It’s dirty!”

“It’s the wilderness, Gabi. It’s normal to get your clothes dirty!”

“Indeed,” I chimed in, “but women can still be embarrassed when someone sees their undies. My wife is like that, at least!”

“Yes, Jordi! Listen to my husband!” Gabi added with a flirtatious giggle.

By now, Gabi knew Jordi was hitting on her. She was well aware that he was flirting with her, and I could tell by the look on her face that, although she was confused and perhaps unsettled, she was also flattered by his interest. Most importantly, because she was becoming attracted to him, perhaps still unbeknown to her, for the first time in our married life, she was flirting back.

Jordi chuckled. “Why get embarrassed?”

“Let go!” Gabi raised her voice, still smiling, and tugged on her thong at the same time as Jordi pulled it in the opposite direction. 

The thong tore completely, and Jordi finally let go of it.

“Ohh! Look what you did!” Gabi whined as she looked at her ruined knickers. 

“Sorry!” Jordi apologised.

“What will I do now?”

“Go commando!”

“With this skirt?!” Gabi squeaked, pointing at her short skirt.

Jordi chuckled. “Why not? The thong didn’t cover much anyway.”

Gabi stared at him, making a stern face. 

He put on a sheepish smile.

They locked eyes. Jordi was smiling playfully while Gabi was fighting a mixture of emotions. Jordi was flirting with her, and she liked it. However, she was embarrassed that he was doing it so obviously. On top of that, he had put her in a predicament. She had to walk in the woods in a short denim skirt without underwear.

Jordi shrugged. “I’m just saying.”

Gabi threw the torn thong at him. “Fine! You can have it!”

He caught the thong and looked at it. “Yeah, it’s ripped.” He threw it in the grass behind him and looked back at Gabi, making an apologetic grimace. “Sorry!”

Gabi sighed. “Now I’ll have to constantly hold down”—she pulled down on her skirt—”this joke of a skirt!”

“You don’t have to, honey,” I interjected. “I’m sure Jordi and Bonck wouldn’t mind if you occasionally flash them.”

“Teddy!” Gabi squeaked, turning to look at me.

“He’s right; we wouldn’t mind it,” Jordi chimed in. “Would you, Bonck?”

Holding Gabi’s gaze, I saw out of the corner of my eye how Bonck shook his head from side to side, grinning, while Jordi added, “Teddy wouldn’t mind it either, am I right, Teddy?”

Hearing Jordi’s question, my heart skipped a beat. I knew what he had just asked me. He had figured out I had a cuckold fetish based on my behaviour, the hints I had dropped, and my reactions, or lack thereof, to his actions. He had guessed it but still wanted an explicit confirmation, permission to flirt with my wife.

That was a daring move on his part. He had put me on the spot.

Should I talk openly about it or not? I asked myself. I took a deep breath, held it for a second, and then let it out. I’ll give Jordi an answer in implicit words but with explicit meaning. Without looking at Jordi, eyes fixed on Gabi’s face, I said, “It would be more fun, wouldn’t it?”

Gabi’s eyes went wide, but before she could say anything, Jordi chuckled. “Oh, yeah! We’ll make this journey a whole lot more fun if all of us are into it!”

I said, keeping my gaze on Gabi, “Fun for Gabi, fun for all!”

“Teddy, are you listening to yourself?” Gabi whispered.

I smiled. “Fun is good, Gabs. Why not?”

Gabi’s eyes peered into mine. She had just discovered I had a weird compulsion; perhaps it was hard for her to understand why, but she understood very well that I wasn’t joking.

Jordi pressed on with another question, this time directed at Gabi. “Gabi, you’d like us to have fun, too, don’t you?”

Still staring at me, Gabi murmured, “You’ve gone mad, Teddy!” Then she turned to Jordi. “You’re brazen; you know that?”

Jordi chuckled. “Brazen, but good brazen, ain’t I?”

“If you haven’t saved my life, I would’ve. . . .”

“You would’ve what?”

Gabi and Jordi stared at each other, Jordi smiling playfully at her. 

After holding each other’s gaze for a few more moments, a smile flickered at the corners of Gabi’s mouth, and she waved her hand. “You’re awful, Jordi!” 

Smiling, Jordi raised an eyebrow. “Awful?”

“Yes!” Gabi giggled, then nodded towards her ripped knickers on the ground. “Look at what you did to my thong!”

Jordi reached to the waistband of his jeans. “I can lend you my briefs?” 

Gabi burst into laughter. “No, thank you! Keep them on you, please!”

Gabi went and sat on one of the two logs set by Bonck. She took off her sandals and placed them upside down next to Jordi’s trainers, which he had already moved close to the fire to dry. Bonck and Jordi sat across from her on the other log. She closed her legs together to prevent them from seeing her pussy, although, with her short skirt, I was sure they could see a good portion of her upper thighs and butt. 

I picked up my clothes, spread them on the bush and went to sit next to Gabi. Then I removed my wet socks and trainers, placing them near the fire to dry.

“So, how did the two of you end up in the game?” Jordi asked.

Gabi and I explained how Alex, on behalf of Warren, had invited us to the game. In response, Jordi and Bonck shared their own story. They described how they had met and become friends, their plan to participate in the game to solve their financial problems, and the trick they had played on Jimmy and Nathan to get invited.

Throughout our conversation, both Jordi’s and Bonck’s eyes wandered between Gabi’s boobs, stomach, crotch and legs. Gabi, of course, noticed that they ogled her. There was not much she could do to cover her tits, stomach, or thighs, but she did her best to keep her legs closed together to cover her pussy as much as she could. However, occasionally, she forgot about Jordi’s and Bonck’s prying eyes and accidentally opened her legs. The moment she realised Jordi and Bonck stared at her pussy, she quickly closed her legs, blushing and smiling shyly and even giggling on a few occasions. In the beginning, Jordi and Bonck tried to be discreet, but as we all became more comfortable with each other, they became bolder and stopped hiding their glances.

After about thirty minutes of chatting by the fire, we shifted the conversation to our families. Gabi and I discussed our children, parents, and our situation in London. Then, we inquired about Bonck’s and Jordi’s backgrounds. We learned that Bonck was single and supported his parents, two younger brothers, and three sisters in Congo. Jordi, despite being only twenty-eight, had already gone through a divorce and was burdened by debt and child maintenance for three children from his ex-wife.

“That’s why I swore never to marry again,” Jordi said. “Being single suits me perfectly well! I don’t have a girlfriend, either. I like my freedom. I like to meet a nice woman, have fun, and then say goodbye.”

“No obligations, no strings attached,” I said.

“Precisely. Sex with no strings attached. I stay away from women who expect long-term commitment.”

“Well, I guess if you carefully pick the right women, it could work.”

“Oh, yeah. I always look for the right women. Women who come to me for sex only, I open my arms for them. But I stay away from those who develop feelings or look for relationships or, God forbid, marriage. It’s usually the younger women who want to lure me into marriage.”

I nodded in agreement. “Yes, the younger single women usually look for someone to marry. I’d say the already-married women are the safest to fuck!”

“Teddy! I can’t believe you said that!” Gabi scolded me, her gaze turning stern.

I shrugged. “What?! It’s true. If a married woman is to have sex with Jordi, she’d be looking for sex only, wouldn’t she?”

“Not necessarily.”

“OK, if you were to have sex with him—”

“Teddy! Now, you’re crossing a line!”

Gabi was blushing profusely. Caught up in the argument, she had forgotten about the prying eyes across from her. Her legs had slipped open, and both Jordi and Bonck were looking straight at her pussy. I had to cross my legs to hide my cock, which was growing harder by the second. I had already revealed that I was aroused by the thought of other men lusting my wife but still felt uneasy to show I was having a hard-on because of that.

“But it’s true, Gabi,” I said. “Married women often seek younger men for the thrill, the adventure. Be honest! If you were to do it with Jordi, would it be to have children or just for the good fuck?”

“That’s enough!” Gabi snapped at me, then shifted her gaze to Jordi and Bonck. “My husband has completely lost his mind out here.”

“He has a point, though,” Jordi said, redirecting his look from her pussy to her face. “If you were to have sex with me, it would be for fun, right?”

Gabi shook her head. “You and Theodore are so much alike. Reducing sex to mere pleasure!”

Jordi chuckled. “Well, maybe we are alike. We both look at sex as pleasure, and that’s why you like us.”

“I’m not sure about that!”

“What? You don’t appreciate men who offer no-strings-attached fun?”

“No!”

“Be honest, Gabi!” Jordi persisted. “You’d enjoy no-strings-attached sex!”

“Stop it!” Gabi scolded him, her voice firm.

Jordi responded with a playful smile, his eyes wandering from her face to her crotch.

Gabi noticed his gaze and promptly closed her legs. “And stop staring at my pussy!” She turned to Bonck. “You, too!”

Bonck quickly averted his eyes, his cheeks reddening out of embarrassment for having been caught staring at her private parts. 

However, Jordi didn’t seem fazed at all, and, despite shifting his gaze from her crotch to her face, he remarked with a lustful smile, “Boys will be boys, Gabi!”

Gabi blushed, but her lips curled into a playful smile. “Boys will be boys, Jordi, but they can be more discreet, can’t they?”

Jordi’s expression shifted, and he turned serious, although his gaze ventured from her face to her chest. Even I couldn’t miss that his eyes were locked on the lower part of her breasts, which the crop top didn’t cover.

“Stop it!” Gabi scolded, raising her finger at Jordi.

He chuckled. “Stop what?”

“You know what!” Gabi hooked her arm under mine and leaned in closer to me. “We women have a special sense, and we can immediately tell when someone’s staring at our breasts.”

“Oh, that?!” Jordi smiled, sheepish.

“The fire’s died out,” Bonck said, putting an end to the flirtatious exchange between his friend and my wife. He nodded towards the clothes spread on the bush. “The clothes are dry. What’s the plan for the rest of the day, Jordi?”

Jordi stood up, a newfound determination in his eyes. “The plan is to hit the road. We need to make up for the time we’ve lost. Then, we’ll camp. We’ll build a proper shelter tonight.” He turned to Gabi. “You’ve been sleeping out in the open all this time, right?” 

Gabi nodded. 

“If we slept at all,” I added.

Excitement lit up Jordi’s face. “You’ll see what a difference a shelter can make! I’ll also set up snares for a squirrel or a rabbit. Bonck, how much food do we have left?”

Bonck pulled the backpack and checked inside. “The salami is all gone, I’m afraid. We’ve got tea bags and sugar only.”

“Good,” Jordi nodded. “Tea will keep us warm tonight.”

Gabi and I rose to our feet, and I finally had the opportunity to put on my clothes. Gabi carefully folded the remnants of her dress and handed them to Bonck to stow away in the backpack.

After we had put our shoes on, which had almost dried, Jordi stood in front of the campfire and turned to Bonck, “Time for the campfire safety protocol, Bonck.”

Then, Jordi and Bonck shamelessly pulled their cocks out, which forced Gabi to quickly avert her gaze. They started peeing on the campfire. Taking my cock out, too, I joined in urinating on the embers and ashes.

Once we had finished dousing the campfire with this somewhat unorthodox method, Jordi retrieved a map from his pocket and examined the route we were supposed to take. Bonck, Gabi and I gathered around him.

Jordi pointed to a spot on the map. “Here! This valley will be our goal for today.” He glanced at the clear, sunny sky. “We can make it if the weather holds!”

After folding the map and tucking it into his pocket, Jordi set off with purposeful strides towards the hill I had initially hoped Gabi and I would reach before she had almost collapsed. Bonck secured the backpack on his back and followed his friend. I slung the bags with the water bottles across my back, and Gabi and I trotted behind, grateful for our newfound strength after the unexpected but timely assistance provided to us by Jordi and Bonck.

After twenty minutes of brisk walking, we arrived at the foot of the hill, but to my surprise, Jordi abruptly changed direction instead of climbing it.

I caught up with him and inquired, pointing at the hill, “Aren’t we going to the top?” 

Jordi stopped walking and asked me, “Why?”

Gabi and Bonck joined us.

I explained, “Climbing to the summit would help us get our bearings, wouldn’t it?”

Jordi smiled. “No need to do that, Teddy!”

“Are you certain, Jordi?” Gabi interjected. “I don’t want us to get lost again.”

Jordi stepped closer to her, resting his hand on the small of her back. “Gabi, you trusted me with your life, yet you question my navigation skills.”

Gabi raised an eyebrow. “Trusted you with my life?”

“Yeah, didn’t you trust me to treat your hypothermia?”

“Umm. . . . yeah. You saved me. Although. . . .”

Jordi moved his hand to Gabi’s hip. “Although?”

A coquettish smile played on her lips. “I’m not so sure about your methods.”

Jordi chuckled. “My methods?” He slid his hand to the back of her thigh, pulling her slightly closer.

Gabi giggled. “Yeah! Your methods.”

He moved his hand up, pushing Gabi’s skirt up and baring her bum. Then he asked, cupping her butt cheek, “What do you mean?” 

“That!” Gabi laughed, catching his hand and pushing it away.

“Oh, that? Well, that was a side effect of the treatment.”

“I see. A ‘side effect’ is what it’s called now?”

“Yes, but the point is, you trusted me with your life.”

Gabi giggled. “And with controlling the side effects, Jordi! You have to manage the side effects!” She stepped closer to me, hooking her arm under mine and casting a playful glance at Jordi. “When you apply your methods to me, you must control their side effects.”

“Why?” Jordi asked, a sheepish smile gracing his lips.

“Why?” Gabi hugged me tighter, her eyes sparkling with playful excitement. 

“Yes, why?”

“Because I’m a married woman.” 

“OK. I’ll try to control the side effects in that case. But I can’t promise!”

“I can’t trust you then!”

“You can’t?”

Gabi shook her head, her flirtatious smile growing wider.

She and Jordi locked eyes.

There was silence; one could almost feel the playful sparks flying between them. The tension was intensifying with every passing moment.

Bonck intervened, asking, “So, which way should we go?”

Jordi frowned towards Bonck at the interruption but then looked back at Gabi and smiled, waving his hand. “Alright, I promise to try hard!” He retrieved his map from his pocket. “You know what, Gabi? Control is the best form of trust. Why don’t you walk alongside me? I’ll teach you how to read this map so you know where I’m taking you.”

Gabi let go of my arm and looked up at me.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t mind, honey. Learn Jordi’s navigation methods!” Then I chuckled. “Just watch out for severe side effects.”

A shadow of doubt crossed Gabi’s face, my words prompting her to question if she wasn’t going too far with her flirtatious behaviour, but Jordi swiftly stepped in with laughter. “Severe side effects! I like that! No, Teddy, Gabi and I will simply walk and read the map. There won’t be any severe side effects.”

I chuckled. ”All right then!” 

Gabi smiled.

“Although,” Jordi continued, “severe side effects could occur if we disappeared into, say, a grove or—”

“Alright, that’s enough, both of you!” Gabi stomped her foot, pretending to be angry, but her smile betrayed her true feelings.

Jordi raised his hands in surrender. “OK, OK!”

Gabi tried to maintain a serious expression. “How do we know we’re heading in the right direction?”

Jordi pointed to a red line on the map. “See this? This shows the route we have to follow. We need to consult the compass.” He retrieved a compass from his pocket and continued, “And we must keep an eye on landmarks. Come! Let me show you how this works.”

Gabi joined him. “OK, show me!”

We resumed walking—Gabi and Jordi ahead, with Jordi explaining to Gabi how to read the map and Bonck and I following behind them.

After walking for about ten minutes, Jordi folded the map and tucked it into his pocket. He had taught Gabi enough map reading and started to throw jokes and tell funny stories from his time in the scout camp, making us all laugh. He used the opportunity that Gabi was walking alongside him to place his hand on the small of her back or her hip or brush her thigh, and of course, to glance at her breasts, mostly left uncovered by her skimpy crop top, bouncing up and down as she walked on the uneven trail. 

Since Bonck and I took turns carrying the heavy backpack, we got slowed down, and Jordi and Gabi pulled ahead of us. Thus, at one point, Bonck and I couldn’t hear what they were talking about. However, judging by the way Gabi laughed and slapped Jordi playfully on the shoulder or the butt, I could figure out he was teasing and flirting with her. They continued to walk side by side, and often, Jordi held Gabi’s hand when we traversed slippery or steeper sections of the trail. 

The more time Jordi and Gabi spent together, the closer they grew, and the bolder Jordi’s flirts became. He started to wrap his arm around Gabi’s waist and whisper in her ear, making her giggle. Sometimes, he placed his hand on her butt, and Gabi, of course, pushed his hand away, but not before letting him hold it there for a few moments. At one point, Jordi went even further. He slid his hand under her skirt from behind and squeezed her bum. Gabi did not push his hand away but simply stopped walking. He, too, stopped. Cocking her head to one side, she gave him a flirtatious glance, her eyes locking with his. Jordi said something that must have been a joke because Gabi laughed; all the while, his hand remained firmly on her naked butt. Encouraged by his success, Jordi moved his hand to her waist, wrapping his arm around her. He pulled her closer and kissed the side of her neck, evoking another giggle from her. However, when he lowered his face to hers, attempting to kiss her on the mouth, she pulled away, looking at me over her shoulder.

I waved at her, and she waved back.

Jordi grabbed her by the waist and swirled her around to face him. He pulled her into him and tried to kiss her again, but Gabi put her hands on his chest.

I heard her say, “No!” as she pushed him back. 

He let go of her, and she ran to me.

“What is it, hon?” I asked, smiling. “Side effects becoming moderate?”

She giggled. “Yes. Sort of.”

Bonck chuckled. “Knowing Jordi, they’ll become severe!”

Gabi blushed but didn’t say anything. I didn’t say anything, either.

We resumed walking, Jordi ahead, Gabi, Bonck and I following him ten feet behind. 

Unfortunately, we lost the sunshine, and after a few minutes, as the clouds rolled in and a chill settled in the air, we all felt the cold seeping into our bones, a reminder of the unpredictable nature of our journey. Gabi’s playful demeanour subtly shifted to one of mild concern. Bonck adjusted his backpack and cast a wary glance at the overcast sky. I rubbed my exposed arms, feeling the cold nipping at my skin.

Seeing the weather’s ominous change, Jordi quickened his pace, allowing only one break for the loo.


6. Shelter

A bitter chill set in at around six, and Gabi began to shiver. Bonck gave her his jacket, but it provided her with only limited relief from the cold. Jordi was eager to press on walking, and we did. However, our pace slowed considerably as we found ourselves constantly stopping so that I could hug Gabi to keep her warm. Consequently, at around six thirty, when we reached a cluster of larger trees near a forest’s edge, Jordi decided to call it a day, announcing, “We’ll camp here!” I looked around. Jordi’s choice of camping spot was indeed good. The forest patch provided a barrier against the wind that had started to pick up. There was a lot of dry wood lying around, which we could use as firewood for a campfire. A small creek flowed on our left, where we could refill our water bottles.

Jordi glanced at Gabi, who was shaking uncontrollably. I, too, felt the icy fingers of the cold and was shivering.

Rubbing his arms vigorously, Jordi asked Gabi with genuine concern, “You’re feeling really cold, aren’t you?”

She nodded, her teeth chattering. “Um-hum!” 

“Yeah, it’s freezing, and I’m feeling it, too,” he admitted, turning to Bonck. “Bonck, can you get the blankets from your pack for Gabi and Teddy?”

“Of course,” Bonck replied and removed the backpack from his shoulders. He took out two blankets and handed them to me.

I wrapped Gabi in one of the blankets and covered myself with the other.

Jordi rubbed his hands together to generate some warmth. “Let’s start a fire and set up a shelter, shall we?”

“Sounds good,” Bonck agreed. “You go collect materials for the floor. I’ll gather firewood.” He retrieved the knife, the axe and the saw from the backpack and handed the axe to Jordi.

“Do you guys need any help?” I asked.

“No,” Jordi responded. “Keep Gabi company.” He gave Gabi a reassuring smile. “Keep her warm!”

She smiled back, mouthing, “Thank you!”

Jordi and Bonck then entered the forest while Gabi and I sat on a nearby log. I hugged and held Gabi close as we watched our friends disappear between the trees.

“Is this what you wanted?” Gabi whispered.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You know what I mean.”

“Jordi?”

She nodded.

I sighed. “Well, it turns me on.”

“Why?”

“I’m not entirely sure.”

Gabi gazed at me. “Could it be the stress of these woods getting to you?”

I shook my head. “No, it’s not the stress, Gabi.”

She remained silent.

I continued, “I’ve always had this desire.”

Gabi scrutinised my face before asking, “Do you mean you’ve always fantasised about watching me flirt with another guy?”

“Not just flirting but also—”

“No! I don’t think I can do that!”

“I understand. I’m not asking you to do it if you don’t want to.”

“It’s not whether I want to, Teddy.”

My cock stiffened. Did my wife just say she wanted to have sex with Jordi? Not only flirt but have sex with him?

I swallowed nervously. “What is it then?”

“Teddy, you think it’s fun,” Gabi said calmly. “But if I go that far, as you suggest, it’s not something we can undo.”

“We can’t undo what we’ve been doing thus far, either.”

“Yes, but going all the way. . . it will feel very different. Afterwards.”

“If you don’t want to—”

“It’s not that I don’t want to!”

We stared at each other.

“So, you’re turned on by him?” I asked.

“What do you think?” Gabi asked in turn.

“Umm. . . .”

“I’m a woman, Teddy. I have desires, senses, and feelings. I have my wants.” Gabi paused and sighed before adding, “But I think about the consequences, too. Even going this far was too much.”

We hugged in silence, deep in thought.

After about five minutes, Bonck emerged from the forest patch carrying a large armload of wood. Building the campfire and starting the fire took him a while since some of the wood was not completely dry after the rains, but eventually, he succeeded. Gabi and I got up, moved to stand before the campfire, and soon began feeling warmer.

Bonck then went back into the forest and returned with more firewood.

Jordi also came back, carrying a hefty load of thin branches and twigs with leaves and needles, which he dropped on the ground.

“Feeling warmer?” he asked Gabi and me.

“Yes.” Gabi nodded.

“The fire makes a difference,” I chimed in. 

“Good,” Jordi said. “We’ll build a shelter now, and you’ll feel at home.” He chuckled. “Almost!”

“Thank you, Jordi,” Gabi chirped with a gracious smile.

Jordi removed the lightweight tarps and poles from the backpack, unfolding the poles. With Bonck’s assistance, he extended one of the larger tarps and attached a tent pole to each corner, forming the shelter’s roof. They lifted up the tarp and stuck the poles into the ground, erecting the structure right next to the campfire. After securing the canopy to the ground with tent stakes and cords, they used twigs, leaves, needles, moss, bark, and grass to fashion the floor and covered it with the other large tarp. To complete the shelter, they used the remaining three smaller tarps to build walls on three sides, leaving one side open to face the fire. Their efforts took about thirty minutes, but the result was a decent-sized tarp hut capable of fitting the four of us.

Jordi added more firewood to the fire and invited us inside the shelter. “Get in! I’ll set up snares and bring dry wood for the night.” He turned to Bonck. “Make some tea, will you?”

Gabi and I went inside the shelter and sat down. It felt warm and cosy.

Jordi retrieved the snares from the backpack, took the saw and the knife and disappeared into the woods. It was getting dark, and he had to hurry. Bonck took out the pot and went to the stream for water.

Gabi and I watched as Bonck bent down at the stream’s shore and rinsed the pot.

“You like him, though,” I said.

Gabi didn’t respond, observing Bonck filling the pot with water.

“Jordi,” I clarified.

She murmured, “I barely know him.”

“Yes, but as a man.”

“He’s attractive.”

There was silence.

Bonck rose and headed back towards us.

Just as it seemed that our conversation reached its end, Gabi turned to look at me and said, “Teddy, we have to stop this madness!”

“Why?” I asked.

“Because you think it’s just a game,” she whispered, conscious Bonck had almost reached us and could overhear us.

“It’s fun,” I said.

“Until it stops being fun!”

“So you flirt with him but don’t consider going all the way?”

“No!”

Bonck reached us and carefully placed the pot on two of the larger logs in the fire. He took a teabag from the backpack and dropped it into the pot. Then, he joined Gabi and me inside the shelter, choosing a spot right at the opening that faced the campfire. Sitting across from us, he positioned himself close enough to the fire so he could easily control it and said, “I like the tea with milk, but we don’t have milk, I’m afraid.”

“It will still warm us, Bonck,” I responded, then turned to Gabi. “No?”

She shook her head. “No.”

“Then to what end are you doing it?”

“Are you talking about Jordi?” Bonck asked, glancing at Gabi and me.

Both Gabi and I stared at him, taken aback by his question, surprised he had figured out what we were talking about.

He smiled. “He’s charming, isn’t he?”

Gabi didn’t say anything. 

Bonck continued, “He knows how to have his way with women. Especially married ones. Before they know it, and he gets what he wants.”

Gabi blushed.

Bonck held his gaze on her. “You know he wants to fuck you, don’t you?”

“Bonck, watch your language!” Gabi warned. 

“Sorry, but that’s what he’s after. I think you know it.” Bonck turned to me. “You know it too, Teddy. You know Jordi’s after your wife.”

“OK. That’s enough!” Gabi scolded, raising her voice.

Bonck looked at her. “Why? If you’re flirting, you know what you’re doing.”

“What I’m doing is none of your business!”

“Sorry.”

There was silence.

A few seconds passed before Gabi murmured, “I don’t know what I’m doing.”

“Flirting with him,” Bonck said quietly. “That’s what you’re doing!”

“Are you judging me?”

“No, I’m not. And I get it. It’s like a game to you. And it’s fun. To you, to Jordi. To me, to watch. Teddy likes watching, too. It’s fun now, but the question is: will it still be fun after Jordi gets what he wants?”

There was an uncomfortable silence.

Gabi stared at the fire before us, suddenly deep in thought, probably wondering whether she should reconsider her behaviour. To be fair, Bonck’s words had unsettled me, too. I had felt the thrill of watching Gabi being flirted with, ogled, felt up, and lusted by Jordi. And by Bonck. I had listened to the subtle and not-so-subtle hints Jordi had been making to Gabi. I had seen her warming up to him. I had felt the thrill of watching her blush but reciprocate his advances with giggles and smiles. I had watched her try to set boundary after boundary, yet unable or unwilling to enforce them as Jordi crossed them one by one. And I had relished the perspective of her going even further than that. I had been immensely turned on by witnessing all that and not only witnessing it but imagining how much further it could go. I had felt the pangs of jealousy, too, and the sparks of fear. And above all, I had enjoyed the mix of contradicting feelings. However, now, Bonck had surprised me with his unexpected intervention. Was he not pointing out how things might turn for the worse if Gabi deepened her affection for Jordi? I had fantasised about her letting another man fuck her, but was I not going to regret it if it happened in reality? After all, Gabi herself had told me minutes earlier how dangerous all that was.

“I’ll go visit the loo,” Gabi said and got up, dropping the blanket she had still been wrapped in.

“Take some tissues,” Bonck offered, reaching into the backpack’s front pocket. He took a bunch of tissues and handed them to Gabi.

She grabbed the tissues, saying, “Thanks,” and left the shelter. 

I watched her until she disappeared behind the nearby bushes, then turned to Bonck. “What’s with you, mate?”

He shrugged apologetically. “Sorry if I burst your bubble, Teddy.”

“I don’t get you! Are you trying to put a spanner in your friend’s works?”

“Umm, in a way, yeah!”

“Why?”

Bonck leaned closer to the fire, grasped the edge of one of the protruding logs and poked the ambers. He pushed the log into the fire and only then looked up at me and said, “Teddy, I don’t like what he does with Gabi.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Really?!”

He nodded. “Yes! I don’t like him lusting for her and—”

“Oh, give me a break! I saw you! You’re lusting for her, too, mate!”

“She’s a pretty sexy woman, your wife. I can’t help myself.”

“Ha!” I scoffed at him. “You can’t help yourself, yet you want to take the higher moral ground and chastise your friend.”

Bonck waved his hand dismissively. “It has nothing to do with moral grounds. I’m just warning you about Jordi.”

“Why?”

“Teddy, I disagree with Jordi’s methods. I don’t mind that he’s after sex with no strings attached. I’m fine with that. But Jordi is deceitful. He says that he’s not into developing relationships, but at the same time, he makes the women fall in love with him. He fucks them and moves on, hurting them badly. Especially since most of his victims are wives, and they’ve put so much at stake! You should not let him fuck Gabi!”

“Why do you think I’ll let him?”

“Well, you clearly get turned on watching them flirt. I saw your boner!”

I stared at Bonck.

He opened his mouth to say something but closed it and looked away in the direction of the bushes Gabi had disappeared into. A few seconds passed before he looked back at me and said, “Jordi’s not who you think he is.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“He does what he does for a reason! And he’s very good at what he does. He knows how to make women fall in love with him, and before they know it, he’s fucking them. If you don’t stop him while you still can, he’ll fuck your wife. Trust me!”

“OK, Bonck! Let me be clear! I have this fantasy of watching Gabi with another man, but it doesn’t mean I’ll let it happen. I’m in control, OK?”

“Well, you say this, but I’ve seen Jordi fuck many wives whose husbands thought they were in control. You won’t be the first nor the last cuckold he’ll make!”

I was pissed off with Bonck but tried to hold my temper. “Bonck, Gabi is just playing with him. She doesn’t want to have sex with him, OK? Just before you turned up, she told me that much!”

“Oh, she says that now, but she’ll change her mind. He’ll keep wooing and seducing her until she lets him fuck her. Look at her! She’s already so much into him! I’ll give her a couple of days, and her resistance will melt away.”

I couldn’t hold my nerve any longer and shouted, “OK, shut up now, will you?!”

Bonck raised his hands in surrender. “Sorry!”

“What my wife and I do is none of your business!”

“Sorry!”

Bonck removed the pot from the campfire and placed it on the ground. He stood up, took three larger logs from the nearby stack of dry branches and logs he had built and put them into the fire. Then he sat back in his place and said, “Don’t tell Jordi about our conversation, OK?”

“No problem,” I said quietly.

We saw Gabi coming from the bushes. 

Bonck took the two cups from the backpack and filled them with tea. 

He put back the pot in the fire and nodded at the cups. “For Gabi and you.”

I was still pissed off with him and took one of the cups without saying “thank you”.

Gabi re-joined us in the shelter, and I pointed at her cup of tea. “For you, honey.”

She thanked Bonck. “Thank you, Bonck!”

Bonck replied, smiling politely, “You’re welcome, Gabi.”

She sat cross-legged next to me, making sure to pull her skirt down not to flash her pussy and butt at Bonck, and covered herself in her blanket. Then she took her cup, and we started sipping hot tea. It felt good.

I looked at Bonck and felt sorry for my earlier outburst, so I asked him, friendly, eager to mend ties with him, “If you win the prize, Bonck, how much of the money will you send home?”

“Half of it,” he replied. “I’ll spend the other half on me!” 

He went on to tell us how he wanted to buy a motorbike and travel around the world. Then he talked about his life in Congo.

Gabi and I drank tea and listened to him.

Bonck was an engaging speaker who was a pleasure to listen to. He talked about his native country, occasionally stroking the fire with one of the longer logs, causing a shower of crimson sparks to dance into the air. The fire was strong, casting a warm, flickering glow across our faces as dusk gave way to darkness. It had become warm in the shelter, even hot, and Gabi and I pushed the blankets off us just as Jordi returned, carrying a big armload of firewood. 

“This should last us about three hours,” he said, turning to Bonck. “Who’s on fire duty tonight?”

Bonck sighed. “I guess it’s my turn tonight. But you’re up tomorrow!”

“Deal!” Jordi responded. He then unloaded the wood on top of the other firewood pile and covered it with a wooden panel that either he or Bonck had found in the forest during their initial scavenging outing. I had always wondered what it was for until now. After securing the cover, Jordi joined us in the shelter, sitting across from Gabi, and peeled off his T-shirt, which was wet in the front from the wood he had carried.

He tossed his wet T-shirt to Bonck. “Can you spread this out to dry?”

“You set up the snares, then?” Bonck asked, taking the T-shirt and spreading it to the side of the fire to dry.

“Yes, four,” Jordi replied, passing the camping knife and folded saw to Bonck. “Let’s hope for a rabbit.” 

Bonck stowed away the knife and the saw into the backpack behind him. “Well, if we’re lucky, I’ll prepare a rabbit-based breakfast tomorrow.”

Jordi nodded. “Yes, if we’re lucky. But, I’m afraid tonight we’ll go to bed with an empty stomach.”

“Nothing we can do about it,” I chimed in.

“Yes,” Jordi agreed with me, “but at least it’s warm in here, isn’t it?” He turned to Gabi, nodding at the blanket lying next to her. “You’re warm now, Gabi, aren’t you?”

“Oh, yes!” Gabi nodded, glancing at Jordi’s bare chest and well-formed abs.

Jordi leaned closer to her, placing his hands on her thighs. “Let me check! For a peace of mind.”

Gabi hesitated. Should she stop him or not? She was still under the influence of Bonck’s words, but Jordi was so charming, so tempting, smiling irresistibly! She looked at me. She was asking for my guidance. 

We stared at each other. 

I knew Bonck was right. I knew I had to act sooner rather than later if I wanted to stop her infatuation with Jordi from growing into something deeper but watching out of the corner of my eye how Jordi’s hands were sliding further up her thighs made my cock twitch. And at that moment, I knew I couldn’t stop Jordi. I didn’t want to.

I smiled. “Checking won’t harm.”

Gabi looked at Bonck. Bonck shrugged his shoulders as if to say: I told you so! He wants to fuck you, and you can’t resist him, can you?

She looked back at Jordi. 

He slid his hands up her thighs, pushing her skirt up and baring her upper thighs. 

They stared at each other.

“You feel warm indeed,” Jordi whispered.

A coquettish smile curved Gabi’s lips. “You do look after me!”

“Of course I do. How can I not?” His hands moved between her thighs, pushing her skirt further up. 

Gabi looked down at his hands just as her pussy got exposed.

Bonck pressed his hand against the massive bulge in his trousers.

I was also sporting an erection and grabbed my cock through my shorts, squeezing its tip to suppress my urge to ejaculate.

“What are you doing, Jordi?” Gabi whispered, not taking her eyes off Jordi’s hands as they slipped into the creases between her pussy lips and thighs.

“Checking if you’re OK,” he whispered back.

“Aren’t you too thorough?”

“One can never be too thorough with these things, Gabi.”

“And what are the findings from your inspection?”

“That you are very, very hot!”

Gabi giggled. 

Jordi’s fingertips made contact with her pussy lips, and now she grabbed his hands, pushing them away from her. She pulled her skirt down, covering as much as she could of her private parts, then looked up at Jordi and said, “Now that you’ve checked me, have you put your mind at ease?”

“Hardly,” Bonck interjected, letting go of his crotch.

I chuckled. “If anything, it’s the opposite of at ease. Jordi will have trouble falling asleep.” I nodded at the tent in Jordi’s jeans.

Gabi looked at Jordi’s erection and giggled. “It’s so hard to be a doctor in the woods, isn’t it, Jordi?”

“But very rewarding, Gabi, very rewarding,” Jordi said with a smile.

“And very arousing,” Bonck interjected.

Jordi chuckled. “True, very arousing!”

Gabi laughed. “I think you should have a cup of tea to calm down.”

“Yes, he should!” Bonck chimed in and poured tea for Jordi and himself into the empty cups Gabi and I had left on the floor.

Gabi hooked her arm under mine and cuddled up to me as we watched Bonck and Jordi sip tea. Jordi kept looking at Gabi with a flirtatious smile on his lips. She was hugging me tightly, pressing her side boob against my arm, and holding Jordi’s gaze, suppressing a smile herself.

After finishing his tea, Jordi put his empty cup aside and stood up. “Shall we make our bed, Gabi?”

Gabi giggled. “No! You make your bed. I’ll make mine for me and my husband.”

Jordi’s lips spread into a teasing smile. “We don’t have enough blankets for two beds, I’m afraid. We’ve got to share.”

“Not sure that’s a good idea.”

“Gabi, sharing is caring in the wilderness.” Jordi’s teasing smile broadened. “We need to cuddle together to preserve heat.”

Gabi shook her head, a flirtatious glow in her eyes. “I don’t think so.”

Jordi put on a serious face. “No, seriously. Bonck will run out of wood sometime during the night, and it will get cold.”

She glanced at Bonck.

“He’s right,” Bonck confirmed, putting aside his empty cup. “We’ve got only two blankets - one to spread on the floor and the other to cover with.” He stood up and rubbed his erect cock through his trousers, adding, “So, yeah, we have to cuddle together.”

I chuckled. “I’m not cuddling with you!”

Bonck laughed, nodding towards Jordi. “Would you rather cuddle with him?”

I looked at Jordi. He, too, was still sporting an erection. Smiling, I shook my head. “I’d rather not.”

Gabi stood up and straightened her skirt. “OK! Teddy will cuddle with me!” She looked at Jordi and raised her finger at him. “And you? You’ll keep your clothes on at all times! Understood?”

Jordi smiled sheepishly. “Of course, Gabi! Understood!”

I rose and looked around. “Where’s the bed going to be?”

“Well, there’s not much space,” Jordi replied. “So it will be right where you are, I’m afraid, and if you step aside, Bonck and I will make the bed to share.” He glanced at Gabi, who raised her finger again, smiling, and he chuckled. “Responsibly! We’ll share it responsibly!”

Gabi and I stepped aside as Jordi spread one of the blankets on the floor.

Bonck retrieved two inflatable pillows from the backpack, tossing one to me with a command: “Inflate it, Teddy!”

Catching it, I began inflating my pillow while Bonck did the same with his.

Jordi took out Gabi’s dress and folded it to use as a third pillow.

When Bonck was ready with his pillow, he tossed it to Gabi. “This one’s for you, princess!” 

Gabi caught it. “Thank you! What about you?”

“I need to find one for me.” Bonck looked around, trying to find something to make a pillow from.

“Can you use this?” Gabi asked, tugging on Bonck’s puffer jacket, which she was still wearing. 

Bonck smiled. “Yeah, that will do if you don’t need it.”

Gabi gave me her pillow to hold and took off the jacket. Her crop top hiked up, and her breasts laid bare, immediately drawing Jordi’s, Bonck’s and my gazes. 

“Stop staring at them!” Gabi said in a stern voice, straightening her crop top.

“Sorry!” Bonck apologised while Jordi and I just smiled.

She passed the jacket to Bonck, and he folded it into a pillow as much as he could.

“You see? I solved your problem!” Gabi chirruped. “Just make sure to keep the fire going!”

“I will!” Bonck assured her. “As long as there is wood.” He took the second blanket and turned to Jordi. “What time do we have to wake up tomorrow?”

“At dawn,” Jordi replied, then nodded at the improvised bed. “Off you go, Gabi, Teddy! Time to go to bed!”

Gabi grabbed her pillow from my hand, lay down on her side and rested her head on the pillow.

“How’s it, honey?” I asked her.

“Not bad, actually,” she replied as she adjusted her head on the pillow. She tapped in front of her. “Here, Teddy!” 

I lay next to her, facing her, put my pillow under my head, and wrapped my arm around her. She cuddled up to me, and I pressed my erection against her thigh. A slight smile on her lips registered her recognition of feeling my cock.

Jordi lay behind her, facing her back. He rested his head on her folded dress and wrapped his arm around her from behind. Gabi trembled when he slid his hand onto her naked stomach. I felt his knuckles rub against my abs but didn’t say anything. Bonck lay behind Jordi and covered all four of us with the blanket as much as he could. 

“Good night!” Jordi said, pressing his chest against Gabi’s back. 

“Good night,” Gabi and I replied.

“Nighty night,” Bonck added.

I was exhausted but unable to fall asleep. My hard cock was twitching, and my mind was racing. Another man is hugging my wife. His erect cock is inches away from her pussy. He must be pressing his erection against her bum. His cock must be throbbing like mine. She must be feeling it, like she’s certainly feeling mine. How does she feel being sandwiched between two men? One is her husband, and the other one is a guy she met only hours ago but who is so charming and so brazen that she can’t resist.

Jordi moved, and I felt his knuckles brush up against my chest. Gabi trembled. I looked down at her chest. Jordi had just slipped his hand up under her crop top and was cupping her breast.

I looked up at Gabi’s face. She wasn’t sleeping and raised her eyebrows. I knew what she was asking me: What shall I do?

I smiled, mouthing, “Enjoy!”

She closed her eyes. 

Everyone went quiet.

I still couldn’t fall asleep. I kept glancing at Jordi’s hand that was cupping Gabi’s breast under her crop top. My cock stayed rock-hard.

A few minutes passed, and Gabi’s breathing turned rhythmic. It seemed she was about to fall asleep when Jordi moved his hand from her breast to the front tie of her crop top. Gabi opened her eyes. Jordi undid the tie, and her crop top opened up, baring her breasts. She remained still. He lowered his head and kissed her shoulder. Gabi trembled. Now, Jordi cupped her top breast. Unwrapping her arm from around me, she grabbed his wrist, but he didn’t remove his hand from her boob.

Gabi looked at me, and I smiled.

She whispered, “OK, then,” let go of Jordi’s hand and wrapped her arm back around my shoulder.

I noticed out of the corner of my eye how Jordi kissed her neck, his hand gently squeezing her boob.

Gabi closed her eyes again.

The last image I remember before falling asleep was of Jordi’s hand gently kneading Gabi’s breast, rolling her nipple between his index finger and thumb.


7. Kiss

I woke up to the sound of crackling and opened my eyes. The morning light was already streaming in. 

I glanced at my watch. Half past six—oh, wow, we slept long.

I looked to my side. Gabi was no longer cuddled up against me. I sat up and pulled off the blanket. 

What I saw made my morning boner get even harder.

Gabi was asleep, face down on top of Jordi, who lay on his back. Her head rested on his chest, and her arms encircled his shoulders while her breasts were squashed against his abs. Jordi had one arm wrapped around her waist and, having pulled her skirt up and bared her butt, he was cupping her naked butt cheek. He was sleeping, too.

The source of the crackling noise became clear as I turned my gaze—it was the campfire. Bonck sat next to it, spit-roasting some animal. I focused my gaze. It was a rabbit.

Bonck noticed I was awake and greeted me, “Morning, Teddy.”

I nodded in response.

“We’re having rabbit for breakfast,” he added, his words rousing Jordi from his slumber.

Jordi greeted me with a smile before turning his attention to Gabi, who was still sound asleep on top of him. He watched her sleep in silence for a while, then gently squeezed her butt cheek and playfully whispered, “Wakey, wakey, Gabi.”

Gabi slowly opened her eyes and, raising her head, met Jordi’s gaze.

“Good morning, Gabs!” he said. “Did I keep you warm?” He gave her buttock a friendly rub.

Gabi looked bewildered for a moment but then remembered our sleeping arrangement and replied, “Morning, Jordi. Yes, you did. Thank you!” With a nod, she pushed herself off his chest. 

Since Jordi had untied the front of her crop top before we’d fallen asleep, her boobs were fully exposed and now hung down.

“They kept me warm, too,” Jordi noted with a grin, nodding at her tits. 

Gabi flashed him a quick acknowledging smile, and without bothering to cover her breasts, she sat up and yawned. “Oh, God, I finally managed to get some sleep!”

“Morning, hon,” I greeted her with a smile. 

“Morning, Teddy!” She smiled back.

“Like you, I finally got some good rest.”

“We were on the brink of exhaustion yesterday, weren’t we?”

I nodded in agreement.

Jordi, now sitting up, playfully stroked Gabi’s back. “Sleeping in a shelter is so much better, isn’t it?”

“Absolutely!” she chirped.

He chuckled. “Especially with warm bodies to keep you cosy.”

“And a campfire!” Bonck chimed in.

Gabi looked at Bonck.

“Morning, princess,” he greeted her with a smile. 

She returned the greeting with a smile of her own. “Morning, Bonck. Did you keep the fire going all night long?”

He nodded. “Yes, for you.”

“Oh, thank you, Bonck! You’re a sweetheart.” She stretched her arms, pushing her breasts up, yawning. “I wish I could sleep all day today!”

Jordi, Bonck and I couldn’t help but ogle her tits.

She noticed our gazes, but instead of covering her boobs, she merely shook her head. “As if you haven’t seen them before!”

Jordi chuckled. “We have, but we never tire of the view.”

“True to that!” Bonck chimed in. “They look magnificent.”

“Thank you,” Gabi chirped and finally tied her crop top, covering her breasts.

“Hmm!” Bonck cleared his throat. 

Gabi looked at him.

“Do you know what I’m roasting?” he asked her.

She sniffed the air. “Mmm, smells nice. A rabbit?”

“That’s right! I checked Jordi’s snares first thing this morning, and surprise, surprise! He had caught a rabbit. I skinned and cleaned it while you folks slept, and it should be ready to eat in”—Bonck poked the meat with the knife in his hand—”ten minutes!”

“Did you go for more wood during the night?” Jordi asked his friend.

“Yes, twice,” Bonck replied. 

Jordi turned to Gabi. “Bonck did well, didn’t he?”

“Yes, he did,” Gabi said and stood up. “I’ve got to pee!”

“I’ll join you,” Jordi said, about to stand up, but Gabi poked him playfully in the chest with her finger. “No! You stay here!”

“But I’ve got to pee, too!”

“Don’t care, Jordi! You’ve got to hold it until I’m back!”

Jordi chuckled. “OK, OK! Don’t you worry, Gabs! I’m staying here. I can’t pee until my morning boner goes away, anyway.”

Gabi glanced at the tent in Jordi’s jeans and giggled. “You see? Staying away from me will do you good!”

She grabbed Bonck’s jacket, which he seemed to have left at her disposal to use and put it on. Then she went to the backpack, took a bunch of tissues from its front pocket and headed to the bushes.

Bonck, Jordi and I watched her disappear in the vegetation.

A smile flickered at the corners of Jordi’s lips.

Bonck caught his friend’s smile and noted, “She is something, isn’t she?” 

“Oh, yes, she is!” Jordi nodded energetically, then turned to me. “Your wife is gorgeous.”

“Yes, I know,” I said.

Jordi and I stared at each other silently for a few seconds before he said, “Have you ever shared her with someone else?”

“What?!” I squeaked.

“Have you?”

“I’m not sharing her with you if that’s what you’re asking!”

“I’m not asking that. I’m just curious if you’ve done it before.”

I shook my head. “No.”

Jordi looked back at the bushes where Gabi had disappeared.

There was silence again.

“I think the rabbit’s ready,” Bonck said.

With gaze fixed on the bushes, Jordi instructed his friend, “Split it into four equal portions, please!”

“Of course,” Bonck acknowledged.

More than a minute passed before Jordi spoke again, still gazing at the bushes. “If you share her with me, though, you’ll like it.”

I didn’t say anything.

He continued, “I’ve done it with other wives.”

I remained silent.

“Many wives,” he added.

There was still no reaction from me.

“I know how to do it so that the husband enjoys it,” he pressed on.

We saw Gabi coming out of the shrubs. He gave her a thumbs-up, and she responded with a smile and a thumbs-up, too.

Jordi continued talking to me, not taking his gaze off Gabi. “You could watch, take part, or let her be with me, and then she tells you.” He glanced at me. “I can fuck her real good, Teddy!”

“I’m sure you can,” I said quietly.

He held his gaze on me for a second longer, then looked back at Gabi, murmuring, “She’ll like it very much!” 

There was silence again as we watched Gabi step gingerly to avoid scattered rocks, thorns, and tree roots in her path.

Now, Jordi stood up, declaring loudly, “I’m gonna take a piss.” He turned to me. “You coming?”

I shook my head. “No. You go! I’ll go somewhere else for number two.”

“Ah, OK, then.” 

Jordi grabbed his now dry T-shirt, put it on and left the shelter, heading to the bushes where Gabi had just sought privacy for her toilet activities.

As he and Gabi passed by each other, he tried to slap her playfully on the bum, but she jumped to one side, giggling and dodging his hand, before running away. He chased her, caught her, grabbed her by the waist from behind and swirled her around to face him.

I heard her say, “What?!” as she cocked her head to the side.

Instead of answering her question, Jordi pulled her tighter into him and lowered his face to kiss her, but she placed her hands on his chest and pushed him back. He let go of her, and she ran to the shelter. 

Our eyes briefly met as she stepped inside; then, she blushed and averted her gaze. I knew that behaviour all too well—it was her response when she felt guilty about something. Right now, she was clearly embarrassed about her open flirtation with Jordi. 

“It’s not too damp in the woods, now,” she said, attempting to divert attention from her recent playful interaction with him.

“It will be sunny and warm today,” Bonck interjected as he continued to cut the cooked rabbit meat. “But it will rain again tomorrow. I watched the forecast for the area before they took my phone away.”

“Oh,” Gabi whined, “I hate when it rains. I hate cold and rain.”

“Me, too, honey,” I said, standing up. “I’m gonna visit the loo.” I nodded at the camping plate with portions of meat prepared by Bonck. “You, guys, go ahead, don’t wait for me!” 

I took tissues from the backpack, got out of the shelter and headed to the bushes in the opposite direction of where Jordi had gone to pee. I was determined to avoid him. I needed to be on my own to figure out my feelings.

I’m turned on by watching Gabi flirt, but she’s falling deeper for Jordi. Bonck’s definitely right about him having a unique way with women. Look at how confident he is with her! And not only with her! With me too! Bluntly telling me he wants to fuck her. Telling me that I’ll like him fucking my wife! He’s arrogant! I hate arrogant people! Yet, I was so turned on when he talked to me about fucking her.

I reached a spot between the bushes, which looked good for my needs, and started doing my business, still thinking about Jordi and Gabi. She was doubtful earlier in the evening, but gradually, she softened, and by the morning, here we are, she’s not bothered to cover her breasts, flirting in full swing again! What if Bonck is right that she won’t be able to resist temptation? What if I can’t stop her going all the way? I paused my thought for a second, then sighed. Do I want to stop her, though?

Despite the flurry of thoughts and contradicting emotions, I managed to finish my business reasonably well and returned to the shelter less than fifteen minutes later.

Jordi, Gabi and Bonck had already finished eating and were dismantling the shelter.

“This is for you, Teddy,” Bonck said, nodding towards the camping plate with a piece of roasted meat and a cup of tea beside it, both placed on one of the logs. “Do you want me to fill up your water bottles?”

“Oh, yes, please! They are there.” I pointed to Gabi’s and my sling bags with water bottles lying next to one of the tarps that had already been folded.

Bonck picked up the bags, retrieved two other water bottles from the backpack, grabbed the empty pot and headed to the stream.

Eating roasted rabbit and sipping tea, I watched Gabi and Jordi fold the tarps and stow them into the backpack. As they worked together, Jordi, of course, seized every chance to playfully brush against Gabi’s bum, slide his hand down the back of her thigh, or wrap his arm around her waist, pulling her into him—each time drawing giggles from her, often followed by a friendly slap on his shoulder.

Yep! She’s definitely under his spell! I said to myself and drank up my tea. 

Once Jordi and Gabi had packed all the items into the backpack, they stood side by side. “All done, Gabs!” Jordi said, a playful glint in his eye.

He’s using my affectionate name for her again, I thought, a knot of unease tightening in my chest. Ever since he found her sleeping on top of him, he’s taken to calling her ‘Gabs.’ I sighed quietly, not wanting to draw attention to my discomfort. The familiarity of Jordi calling my wife ‘Gabs’ bothered me, but there wasn’t much I could do to stop him without risking coming across as overly possessive by bringing it up.

“We make quite an efficient team,” Jordi said, praising his and Gabi’s efforts with a grin.

Gabi giggled, tapping him gently on the shoulder. “Yes, we do!” 

He wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled her closer to him. “We’re a perfect fit for each other, aren’t we?”

Gabi giggled again. “Yes, we get along very well.”

With his arm curved around her, Jordi looked at me, grinning proudly, showing off his achievement: he was hugging my wife in front of me, and she was not resisting him.

He nodded at the empty plate next to me. “Bonck knows how to roast a rabbit, doesn’t he?”

“Mmm, yes,” I said as I put the last piece of meat into my mouth. After chewing and swallowing, I added, “Thank you for catching the rabbit, Jordi.”

“You’re welcome,” he replied.

I glanced at Bonck, who had just come back from the stream. “And thank you, Bonck, for cooking it!”

“No problem!” Bonck replied.

Bonck then placed the pot on the ground, careful not to spill the water, and proceeded to stow his and Jordi’s water bottles in the backpack. To my great satisfaction, he also found space in the pack for Gabi’s and my sling bags and water bottles, relieving me of the burden of carrying them.

Once Bonck had taken care of the water bottles, he redirected his attention to the pot. He picked it up and poured the water on the campfire, attempting to douse the embers as thoroughly as possible. Afterwards, he set the pot on the ground, pulled his cock out and began urinating on the campfire.

Gabi watched in amusement as Bonck applied the weird ‘campfire safety protocol’ all while Jordi held her tight with his arm wrapped around her waist. 

Now, Jordi moved his hand from her waist to her hip, leaning closer to her as he said, “He has a big cock, hasn’t he?”

Gabi giggled. “Yes!”

“And he lasts ages,” he added, chuckling. “That’s why the chieftains hired him!”

Still peeing, Bonck looked up at Jordi and scolded him, “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”

The smile disappeared from Jordi’s face, leaving him looking somewhat unsettled.

Bonck finished peeing, shook his cock and pushed it back into his pants, murmuring, “Sometimes you don’t know when to stop running your mouth, do you?”

“What are you complaining about, Bonck?” Jordi asked, elevating his voice. “Didn’t Jimmy and Nathan select us because of your big cock?”

Bonck glared at his friend. “Big cock, fine! But when have they seen me lasting ages, eh? How does that fit with”—Bonck waved his hands erratically—”everything?”

Jordi swallowed nervously, then said, “I-I. . . assumed that having a big cock comes with lasting longer. That’s what’s expected from men with big cocks.” He turned to Gabi. “Am I right, Gabi?”

Gabi looked at him, her lips curving into a shy smile. “I don’t know, Jordi. I’m not an expert in big cocks.”

Jordi’s hand slipped from her hip to the side of her thigh. “I get that, but would you expect a big cock to last long?”

“I don’t know what to expect from a big cock.”

“Shall I tell you what to expect?”

Gabi didn’t respond, just held his gaze, her smile disappearing.

Jordi ran his hand up her thigh, gently scratching her skin and pushing her skirt up. “It stretches you down there a lot.”

Not taking her eyes off his, she murmured, “I can imagine.”

He continued, “You feel pressure when it pushes against your entrance. It feels overwhelming but good overwhelming. It pushes in, spreading your pussy lips apart, like, really apart. And then it enters you, and you realise how big it is. You feel stretched out like never before. It has opened you like a flower. And it starts sliding in. You expect the pressure to ease as it goes deeper, but it doesn’t. The pressure keeps growing. You feel the tip sliding in deeper and pushing out wider. And it doesn’t stop. The cock keeps going deeper and deeper, stretching you wider and wider, filling you up.”

Gabi swallowed, still not saying a word, staring Jordi in the eyes. 

He stepped in front of her, facing her, and placed his hands on the front of her thighs, just beneath the hem of her skirt. “As the cock continues to fill you up, the feeling of pressure is gradually replaced by pleasure. The penis keeps pushing in, and your breathing turns deeper. Your heart pumps faster. The pleasure inside you builds up. Your vagina tries to resist, but it can’t. You feel its walls pulsate, but the cock pushes in, relentless, overwhelming, wanting more and more of you, and you are giving more and more of yourself.” Jordi slid his hands up, pushing Gabi’s skirt further up, baring her upper thighs. “As the cock keeps sliding in, the pleasure becomes too much. It can’t be contained down there, and it starts spreading out through your spine, through your stomach; it reaches your breasts, your nipples, your neck. Your face turns red. The pleasure is spreading downwards, too. To your thighs, your legs, your feet. It takes hold of your entire body.”

Gabi’s breathing turned deep. She was not taking her eyes off Jordi’s. 

He slid his hands between her thighs and gently pushed her legs to open wider. Trembling, Gabi complied.

Jordi continued to whisper, “The cock now feels at home. It has filled up and stretched out all your nooks and crevices. And now it starts moving up and down, slowly, taking its time, keeping your walls stretched out, increasing the pleasure with each stroke. The cock keeps moving up and down, gradually gaining pace. You relax and open up more. You’ve opened up quite a lot, but the cock is big; it still applies pressure on your walls. And it feels good. Very good. You love the feeling of that warm, velvety, hard, yet soft and delicate flesh that moves up and down inside you, that has spread you out, touching at once all the spots inside you that you want touched. And that big cock keeps moving up and down, up and down. Thrusting in and out.” 

Jordi grabbed Gabi’s skirt with one hand and held it up while his other hand cupped her pussy.

Gabi gasped.

“And you want it to keep going, don’t you?” he whispered.

“Yes,” she murmured as if in a trance.

“You like big cocks that last long, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

Jordi looked over his shoulder at Bonck. “You see? If Gabi decides to let you fuck her, she’ll expect you not only to stretch her out down there but to last long.”

“Jordi,” Gabi said, grabbing Jordi’s hands and pushing them off her, “you’re putting words into my mouth.”

Jordi looked at her and chuckled. “Sorry. I’m just trying to make a point to Bonck.”

“Enough!” Gabi pushed him in the chest, and he stepped back. She straightened her skirt and looked at me, blushing profusely out of excitement but also embarrassment.

I stood up, not minding that the others would notice the tent in my shorts, and opened my arms for her, smiling. “Come, Gabs!”

She ran to me, and we hugged each other.

Jordi turned to look at Bonck, and they shared a smile. I glanced at their crotches. Both of them were sporting erections.  

Bonck shook his head in amusement. “Jordi, Jordi! It’s amazing how you manage to make an almighty mess for yourself, yet somehow you find a way to pull yourself out!” He then took my empty cup, the camping plate and the pot and stowed them in the backpack. 

Jordi helped Bonck hoist the backpack onto his back and slapped him on the butt. “Let’s go, my friend!” Then he turned to Gabi and held his hand out to her, “Come with me, Gabi! Let’s practise your map and compass navigation skills, shall we?”

Gabi seemed to have had a sudden epiphany that maybe she had allowed Jordi too much because she hugged me tighter, saying, “No, thanks, Jordi. I’ve practised enough.”

Jordi chuckled. “OK, Gabs! As you wish!”

We left our camping site with Jordi leading, followed by Bonck with the heavy backpack on his back, and Gabi and I following behind.

Jordi maintained an aggressive walking pace, so we didn’t talk much, conserving our breath. Bonck had been right about the weather; it was sunny, and the temperature rose significantly. It became so warm that, at one point, Gabi took off Bonck’s jacket and handed it back to him. He declined to put it on, instead asking her to stow it in the backpack before we resumed our journey.

Jordi seemed determined to lead us in making significant progress in the game, stringently minimising breaks and purposefully walking ahead of us. It appeared he had temporarily shelved his flirtations with Gabi to focus on making up for lost time. Bonck, burdened with the backpack, and Gabi and I, whose shoes were woefully unfit for trekking, struggled to keep pace with Jordi. Despite the challenges, the brisk pace paid off. By lunchtime, when we halted in front of a field brimming with blueberries, we had covered a considerable distance—at least, that’s what Jordi assured us. 

“Blueberries for lunch?” he suggested, gesturing towards the field. Then, placing his hand on the small of Gabi’s back—a clear sign he was resuming his flirtations—he smiled invitingly at her and said, “Gabi, let me show you how to pick blueberries without squashing them.”

Gabi smiled back and pushed his hand away. “Thank you, Jordi. I appreciate it, but I already know how.”

“Are you sure? When they’re ripe, you can easily squash them if you don’t pick them the right way.”

“Yes, I’m confident I can pick them without squashing them.”

“You gently roll the berry between your thumb and forefinger—”

“I know, Jordi!” Gabi cut him off.

Undeterred, Jordi continued to explain, “It’s like rolling a nipple between your fingers.” 

He extended his hand towards her chest, but she playfully slapped his hand away, giggling. “I told you I know how to pick blueberries, Jordi! Now, go join your friend!” She nodded towards Bonck, who had already removed the heavy backpack from his back and was picking and eating blueberries. “Let Teddy and me forage for ourselves!”

Still smiling, Jordi turned and joined Bonck.

“Why did you decide to stay with me?” I whispered to Gabi as we started picking blueberries.

She looked at me, her eyes softening. “Because you’re my husband.”

I leaned in to kiss her on the cheek, but she turned her head, and our lips met in a gentle peck. “I love you, Teddy!” she chirped.

“I love you too,” I replied, warmth flooding my voice. “Why did you decide to stop?”

“Stop what?” she asked, feigning ignorance.

“You know what. Your little game with him.” I nodded towards Jordi, who was already enjoying blueberries a few meters away.

Gabi followed my gaze briefly, then returned to me and said, her voice dropping to a whisper, “It started to become more than a game.”

We paused, our hands still among the blueberries. Our eyes locked. 

“Is everything under control, Gabs?” I asked.

“Yes, it is,” she assured, her glance flickering to Jordi once more before fixing on me. “But at times. . . .”

“At times?” I prodded gently.

She sighed, a mix of longing and restraint in her eyes. “I have to put on the brakes at times, OK?” 

She popped a berry into her mouth, the weight of our unfinished conversation lingering in the air as we continued picking in silence.

After we had finished our blueberries-based lunch, we resumed our trek, with Gabi once again opting to walk beside me while Jordi and Bonck took the lead.

It was three o’clock when we reached the bank of a stream, and we came to a halt. The stream was approximately fifteen feet wide and about a foot deep.

Jordi pulled out his map, examined it, and then pocketed it with a satisfied nod. “We’re precisely where I wanted us to be. It’s the perfect spot to cross.”

“Do we have to cross it?” Gabi asked, her gaze fixed on the water with concern.

“Yes. We have to,” he replied.

Bonck removed the heavy backpack from his back and sat on it. “Can’t we take a short break, Jordi?”

“Come on, Bonck!” Jordi encouraged his friend. “Just a little longer, mate!”

“Can’t we camp here?” I suggested.

“No,” Jordi responded without hesitation. “We’ll camp in a proper cabin.” 

“A cabin in the woods?” Gabi inquired.

He nodded. “Yes, a three-hour walk from here. An old cabin, but it’s in good condition, with a bed, stove, everything!”

“How do you know?” she asked.

“I study maps and game instructions, Gabi. Come on, let’s cross here.” He pointed at the stream in front of us.

She shook her head, fear in her eyes. “No. I can’t!”

“Why?”

Gabi continued staring at the stream, shaking her head.

Jordi walked up to her and placed his hand on her shoulder. “Are you scared?” He lowered his head to look into her eyes.

She shifted her gaze from the stream to his face and nodded affirmatively.

He smiled. “But, it’s shallow, Gabi! Look at it!” He nodded towards the stream. “Only about a foot deep! Just take off your sandals, and let’s walk to the other shore! I’ll hold your hand.”

Observing her face, he attempted to grasp her hand, but she pulled it away, saying, “No. The last time I did that, I got hypothermia.”

“You won’t get it now,” he assured her.

“Umm. . . .” Gabi hesitated for a moment but ultimately said, “No.”

“You’re warm enough now,” Jordi said. “Let me check your temperature.”

Before she realised his intentions, he grabbed her crop top, pulled it up, baring her chest, and cupped her left breast.

The fear and concern in Gabi’s eyes transformed into frivolity and amusement. “Is this how you check for hypothermia?” She giggled, grabbing his hand and pushing it away. 

Jordi chuckled. “Yes, it’s my favourite method!”

“Then come and check me!” Bonck interjected.

Jordi shot Bonck a frowning glance.

Bonck grinned mischievously and mimicked lifting his shirt as if to bare his chest.

Jordi laughed. “My favourite method for pretty women, Bonck! You don’t quite fit the bill, I’m afraid.” He turned back to Gabi. “But I do have another method.” 

He playfully reached towards her crotch, but she promptly slapped his hand away. “Don’t!”

Jordi looked at his watch, and his expression turned serious. “Gabi, we have to cross the stream.”

Gabi mirrored his seriousness. “I can’t, sorry!” She gestured towards the stream. ”We’ve been walking since early morning. We are tired, exhausted, and in pain. And now”—she extended her arms to indicate the stream—”this?! No, I can’t do it.”

“Gabs, I know you’re tired. I’m tired, too. We pushed hard and made good progress today. But the truth is, overall, we’ve been moving quite slowly. Wearing trainers and sandals is not footwear for trekking. I’ve been choosing easier but longer routes. If we detour again, we won’t make it to the villa in time.”

Gabi turned to me, her eyes filled with an imploring look. “Teddy, I just can’t! There has to be another way.”

I opened my mouth to say I agreed with her when Jordi said, “OK, I know what to do!” He removed his trainers and socks, tucked the socks into the trainers and handed the trainers to me. “Can you carry them, Teddy?”

I took his shoes. “We’re crossing?”

“Yes, we are.” He stepped to Gabi’s side. Bending down and placing one arm around her back and the other under her knees, he scooped her up.

“Jordi!” she squeaked, wrapping her arms around his neck. “What are you doing?”

“Carrying you across the stream!” he declared.

“Oh, God! Jordi!”

“Hold on to me, Gabs!” 

He turned and waded into the water, carrying her in his arms.

I removed my shoes and socks, tucked the socks into the shoes as Jordi had done, and, carrying his shoes and mine, I walked into the water. 

The stream was just about a foot deep, as I had estimated, and the crossing was relatively easy. I reached the shore simultaneously with Jordi and Gabi. We stepped out of the water, and Jordi helped Gabi stand on her feet.

They faced each other.

“It wasn’t that difficult, was it, Gabs?” Jordi said, smiling softly at her.

“No. Thank you,” Gabi chirped, playfully tilting her head to the side. “You really do take care of me, and I’m not sure how I can repay you—”

“I have an idea,” he said and wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling her close.

She giggled. “Jordi, what—” 

She couldn’t finish her sentence because he pressed his lips to hers, cutting her off. Caught in the moment, Gabi’s resistance was instantly overpowered by the allure of Jordi’s confidence. Their lips intertwined, their tongues dancing against each other, exploring the insides of their mouths. I stood in silence, watching my wife share a deep French kiss with another man for the first time in our lives. 

When they parted, Gabi placed her hands on Jordi’s chest and blushed profusely. They locked eyes. Jordi smiled. Without saying a word, she gently pushed him in the chest, and he released her.

I extended my hand to him with his shoes. “Here.”

He looked at me and mumbled, “Thanks,” taking the shoes from my hand.

I walked up to a nearby log and sat down. 

Gabi followed me to the log. Standing beside me, she murmured, “Sorry.”

“That’s OK, Gabs,” I said, thinly veiled accusation in my voice, as I took a sock out of my shoe. “He’s been helpful, and you rewarded him with a kiss.”

“I didn’t expect it to happen.” Her words came across as both apologetic and defensive.

“It’s OK.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah, I’m sure.”

“You look upset.”

I shook my head and put my sock on.

Gabi watched me in silence as I slid my foot with the sock into my trainer and tied the laces.

“He surprised me when he pulled me in,” she continued.

I took the other sock out of the second trainer and put it on.

“I shouldn’t have let him,” she murmured.

I slid my foot into the trainer, then tied the laces.

Gabi’s voice faltered. “He does these things to me, and I. . . .” She didn’t finish her sentence.

“Can’t resist,” I said.

“You’re pissed off with me, aren’t you?”

I stood up just when Jordi shouted, “Steady, Bonck!”

Gabi and I looked at Jordi. He had also put on his socks and shoes and was waiting on the shore for Bonck. With the backpack on his back and holding his trekking shoes in his hand, Bonck was wading through the water, careful not to slip on or trip over an underwater rock.

Jordi glanced at us and smiled.

Gabi blushed and looked at me.

“He’s charming,” I said.

She bit her lip.

“And he knows how to get what he wants,” I added.

“What do you want me to do?” she asked, her voice trembling.

“Honey, I don’t think you can do anything at this stage.”

Gabi fell silent again. We watched as Jordi offered his hand to Bonck, who, despite reaching the shore, struggled to get out of the stream due to the heavy backpack.

“Poor Bonck!” Gabi murmured. “He’s been carrying this backpack all day long!”

“Perhaps you can reward him, too,” I said, my sarcasm barely concealed. She looked at me, and I shrugged. “Why not? He’s a good guy. He’s helping us. He deserves a reward.”

Gabi shook her head, whispering, “You’re upset with me.”

“For what?”

“For letting him kiss me.”

“No, I’m not.”

“Yes, you are.”

“Gabi,” I said, “I enjoyed watching you do it, OK?”

Gabi held my gaze for a few moments before saying, “I know you enjoyed it, but. . . .”

I raised my eyebrows. “But?”

She sighed.

“If I enjoyed it, what’s the problem?” I asked.

Gabi and I turned to watch Jordi and Bonck. 

Jordi helped Bonck get out of the stream and take off the backpack. Bonck then began to put on his socks and shoes.

Jordi noticed that Gabi and I were looking at them and waved at Gabi. “Hey, Gabs! Bonck says that next time we cross a stream, he wants to carry you and give me the backpack. Do you know what I told him?”

Gabi didn’t respond.

Jordi continued, “I told him: ‘You, mate, hang onto your backpack. I’ll hold onto my Gabi!’”

Gabi glanced back at me. “The problem is that I enjoyed it too, Teddy.”

“Him kissing you?” I asked.

She nodded in affirmation.

I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her closer. “Gabi, as long as I can reclaim you afterwards, I don’t mind that you enjoyed it.”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“This,” I said, lowering my face to hers for a kiss.

“Oh,” she mumbled, understanding what I meant, and tilted her head to one side.

We shared a passionate kiss.

After we broke the kiss, I said, “I enjoyed reclaiming you very much, Gabi!”

A faint, cautious smile appeared on Gabi’s face. “I enjoyed being reclaimed, Teddy!”

“Alright, guys! Let’s get going!” Jordi shouted, and Gabi and I turned to look at him and Bonck.

Bonck had put on his shoes and was standing next to Jordi, who had just hefted the heavy backpack onto his back.

“Why you?” I asked, nodding at the backpack.

Jordi chuckled. “Well, I guess it’s only fair to relieve Bonck for a while.”

Bonck remarked, “He can’t be having fun only, as he’s been doing recently.” He glanced at Gabi. “Right, Gabi?”

Gabi remained silent.

“He envies me, Gabs!” Jordi interjected.

Gabi bit her lip.

Bonck continued, “I think it’s time for him to do some work. I hope you don’t mind me taking him away from you for a while.”

Gabi whispered, “This has to stop.”

“Alright, let’s go!” Jordi said with a brisk voice. He adjusted the backpack on his back and headed to a clearing between the bushes, where the trail continued.

“Jordi!” Gabi called out.

He stopped and turned to look at her. “Yes, Gabs!”

“Jordi,” she said, “Teddy and I are not coming with you.”

“What?!”

I was also surprised. “Gabs?”

Without looking at me, her gaze fixed on Jordi, Gabi nodded. “Yes, Jordi. I don’t want you and Bonck to accompany us any longer on this journey.”

“Gabi, hold on!” Jordi said, a hint of panic in his voice. “What’s wrong?”

“I want us to go our separate ways.”

He took off the backpack and dropped it on the ground, then walked up to Gabi and me.

“Why?” he asked.

“That’s how I want it,” Gabi replied.

“But, Gabi, on your own, you—”

“I want you gone, Jordi!”

“Gabs!” Jordi whispered and lowered his head, trying to look Gabi in the eyes.

She looked away.

“Let’s sit down and talk, shall we?” he suggested.

She bit her lip, shaking her head.

He tried to place his hand on her shoulder, but she pushed his hand away.

Jordi looked at me.

I shrugged my shoulders.

He turned his gaze back to Gabi. “Gabi, I thought we—”

“I want you gone, Jordi!” she cut him off, turning to look at him. “I think I’m making myself clear. I want you and Bonck to go away!”

“Are you—are you sure?”

“Yes!”

“Because if—”

“I don’t want us to meet, Jordi! Choose a different route, or whatever!”

Jordi and Gabi stared at each other for a few moments before Gabi nodded. “That’s right. Teddy and I will complete our journey on our own.” 

Jordi took a deep breath and sighed. He looked at Bonck. Bonck opened his arms in a gesture—what can I do?

Jordi looked back at Gabi. “OK, then. But it won’t be easy for you and Teddy alone.”

“I know,” Gabi said quietly.

“Right! In that case. . . .“ Jordi scratched the back of his head, trying to think. “OK! Bonck and I will take the alternative route; it’s a much harder trail.” He turned to me. “Teddy, do you have your map?”

I took the map out of my pocket and gave it to him.

He opened the map and looked over his shoulder at Bonck. “Give me your pencil, will you?”

Bonck took the backpack and brought it to us. He opened one of its front pockets, took a pencil, and passed it to Jordi.

Jordi coloured a point on the map. “We are here! OK?”

Gabi and I nodded.

He ran his finger along a blue line. “This is the blue trail. The one we’ve been following after lunch. You’ll continue to follow it. It’s only three hours to the old cabin. There is food. Stove, firewood, matches. A whole survival kit. A backpack like this one. OK?”

“Yes,” I acknowledged.

“As long as you stick to the blue trail, you won’t get lost.” Jordi marked the blue route with his pencil. “Just don’t go off route, OK?”

“We won’t,” I assured him.

“Otherwise, you might get stuck in the marshes, here to the left.” He pointed at an area with cross-hatching, shaded in blue. “Understood?”

“Understood!”

“Tomorrow morning, when you leave the cabin, take the red route. This one!” Jordi marked the route with his pencil. “Don’t go on the green, blue, or the yellow. Take the red route! OK? It’s the easiest. No rough terrain, no climbing. Something your shoes can handle. There are no marshes, no large streams, or rivers. You should be able to reach this backcountry hut by tomorrow evening. Here! You’ll sleep there, then continue to follow the red route! By midday, here, the trail transitions to a dirt road. And then it’s really easy. I suggest you don’t camp for the night, just follow the road. You can’t get lost. If you stick to the dirt road, you will be at the villa before dawn with hours to spare. OK?”

“How come they coloured the route red if it’s the easiest?” I asked.

Jordi smiled. “That’s one of the traps in this game. The colour coding is supposed to reflect the difficulty of the terrain, but it doesn’t. It’s the longest trail—you can see it on the map—but it’s the easiest! People don’t know it and stay away from it. I’ve done my homework and researched the area of the game. The others are having a hard time because they assume the blue and green trails are the easiest. But they are not!” He looked at Bonck. “You and I, my friend, we’ll take the yellow trail.”

“Fuck!” slipped through Bonck’s lips. He frowned before sighing, “If we have to.” Then, raising his finger at Jordi, he declared, “We’ll alternate carrying the backpack!”

“Yes.” Jordi nodded and turned back to Gabi and me. “Shall we split the contents of the backpack? I’ll give you half of the snares and—”

“No,” I interrupted him. “We don’t know how to trap animals. Give us the saw and the fire starter. Just in case. You have the matches, right?”

“Yes.”

“Can we have our water bottles?”

“Sure.”

Bonck squatted by the backpack, opened it, and retrieved the folding hand saw and the survival fire starter, passing them to me. Then he gave me our sling bags—Gabi’s and mine—with the bottles. I tucked the saw and the fire starter into one of the bags and slung the bags across my back.

“I guess it’s time to say our goodbyes,” I said.

“Yes,” Jordi replied dryly, handing me the map. He then turned his gaze away, visibly upset by how things had developed.

He isn’t happy we’re parting ways, I thought to myself. He must have thought it was a sure thing he would fuck Gabi. I sighed. I wasn’t sure if I was happy that Jordi’s plans had fallen through. On one hand, I took pleasure in his disappointment. His arrogance had annoyed me. On the other hand, I was disappointed that my cuckold fantasy of watching Gabi fucked by another man would not come true. But maybe it’s for the better, I said to myself. Who knows how this would have ended?

Bonck looked up at Gabi and held his gaze on her for a few moments, hesitating over something. Then he took his puffer jacket out of the backpack and passed it to her. “Take it, Gabi! The temperature will go down soon.”

Gabi took the jacket. “Thank you, Bonck!”

Bonck now closed the backpack and stood up.

Jordi turned and looked at Gabi. After holding his gaze on her face for a few moments, he took a deep breath and asked her, “Are you sure about this?”

She nodded. “Yes, I’m sure. It’s for the best, Jordi.”

“I see,” he said in a lamenting tone but then added briskly, “OK! In that case, see you at the villa!” He grabbed the backpack, hoisted it onto his back and headed down the stream with fast steps.

“See you!” Bonck waved his hand and followed his friend.

Gabi and I watched them until they vanished around the bend of the stream, and then I put my hand on Gabi’s shoulder. “OK, Gabs! We’re alone again.”

She turned and looked at me. “I had to send him away!”

“It was getting hard to resist him, wasn’t it?”

“Yes. He had to go away.”

I tucked the map into my pocket and looked at the trail meandering through the nearby bushes. “The trail awaits us. Three hours to the cabin!”

Gabi sighed. “Yes. Three hours!”

We left the bank of the stream.


8. Alone

After several attempts to engage Gabi in conversation only to receive curt answers, I realised she was not in the mood to talk and decided to give her some space. This way, we walked together in silence for about an hour until we reached a ravine. As we stood overlooking the gorge, I pulled out the map but couldn’t locate our position on it. I turned to Gabi for help. “Gabi, can you find this ravine on the map?”

She took the map from my hands. “Jordi said to look at the contours. If there are contour lines that form a V-shape, that’s a ravine.”

“I see only loops.”

“No, closed loops represent hills.”

I nodded towards the ravine in front of us. “This is not a hill, definitely.”

Gabi agreed, “No, it isn’t. But the trail line on the map doesn’t indicate that we are supposed to cross a ravine.”

“Why do you think that is?”

“I don’t know. Perhaps the ravine is too small to show on a map.”

“What should we do, then? Cross it?”

Gabi scanned the ravine from end to end, then said, “No. We’ll climb down and follow it.”

“Alright,” I agreed. “But which way—left or right?”

After examining the gorge for a few moments and consulting the map again, she concluded, “Right.” She put her finger on the same cross-hatched area, shaded in blue, that Jordi had drawn our attention to before parting our ways. “Look! The blue line indicates that the trail runs to the right of this area. Jordi mentioned that this area is marshlands, and we should steer clear from it.”

“Ah, yeah, that makes sense! Jordi taught you well, despite you two being so distracted by each other’s company.”

Gabi handed me back the map, visibly unimpressed by my veiled reference to the nature of Jordi’s and her interactions.

Undeterred, I chuckled. “To be fair, I thought he was just flirting with you, but it seems he genuinely—”

“Can we not talk about him, Teddy?” Gabi cut me off, her voice rising.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to wind you up.”

“But that’s exactly what you’re doing!”

“OK, I apologise. Let’s continue.”

I folded the map and tucked it into my pocket. As we descended into the ravine and turned right, we walked for about twenty minutes before emerging from it. I contemplated taking out the map again to check our bearings but decided against it when I spotted a path and chose to follow it.

Gabi walked behind me, seemingly lost in her thoughts, a mirror to my own ruminations, as I couldn’t shake off the thoughts of what had transpired between her and Jordi, and particularly, her feelings towards him. My own emotions were a bewildering mix of curiosity, excitement, and jealousy.

Thus, another hour passed in near silence, save for the sound of our steps and the occasional rustle of the underbrush. We navigated the terrain, each ensnared by our own silent reflections.

Gabi had made it clear she was reluctant to discuss Jordi, yet the nagging question of her feelings for him gnawed at me incessantly. Eventually, the urge overcame me, and I broke the silence, asking, “You’re thinking about him, aren’t you?”

Gabi, seemingly ignoring my question, put on Bonck’s jacket and remarked, “It’s getting cold.”

“The sun’s going down; that’s why.”

“Yes.”

We continued to walk in silence. My inner voice reminded me to respect her wish not to discuss Jordi, but I was itching to talk about him, and after about ten minutes, I stopped walking, turned around and said, “I know you’re thinking about him.”

“So?” Gabi responded abruptly, halting and rubbing her thighs to keep warm.

“You’re cold?”

“Um-hum.”

I checked my watch. “We should be at the cabin any moment.”

Gabi nodded. “Yeah, we should.”

“It’s understandable if you’re thinking about him.”

Gabi remained silent, hugged herself, and shivered slightly, staring into the distance.

I pressed on. “He made quite an impression on you. He’s young, handsome, athletic—very athletic—he was hitting on you all the time. It’s hard to resist. I mean, it wasn’t just his looks, or his cock, for that matter; it was the way he treated you. He was kind, gentle, attentive. He saved your life, and feelings of gratitude often lead to—”

“I’m not in love with him, OK?!” Gabi snapped, turning her gaze on me.

“Even if you’re—”

“I’m not!”

“OK!” I raised my hands defensively.

Gabi pulled down on her skirt, attempting to cover her thighs, but the skirt could only go to her mid-thigh.

“This miniskirt!” she muttered in frustration. “I wish I had trousers!”

I chuckled. “But you look very sexy in a miniskirt!”

Gabi let go of her skirt with an exasperated sigh. “Ugh!”

“The skirt seemed to work well on Jordi. He was clearly impressed by your slender thighs. And not wearing knickers? You certainly got his attention!”

Gabi stared at me, squinting her eyes.

I shrugged my shoulders. “What? You pulled out all the stops to seduce him, and you know why you did it! You were genuinely attracted to him.”  

She snapped at me, “What do you want me to say, Teddy?”

“The truth.”

“Fine! If you want to hear it so badly, yes, I got attracted to him.”

“You enjoyed flirting with him.”

“Yes, I did.”

“You liked it when he felt you up!”

Gabi held my gaze for a while before saying, “Do you think I’d have let him feel me up if I didn’t like it?” She tugged on her skirt again. “Ugh! It’s thirteen degrees, and I’m dressed like a prostitute!”

I chuckled. “Thirteen degrees Fahrenheit or Celsius?”

“Stop being funny!”

“No, because if it is Fahrenheit—”

“Honestly, Teddy?!” Gabi shouted. “You just don’t know when to stop running your mouth, do you?”

“Sorry!” I murmured.

We resumed walking, and silence fell for about five minutes before I couldn’t resist bringing up the subject of Jordi again and said, “You’re thinking of letting him fuck you when we arrive at the villa, aren’t you?”

Gabi snarled, “It’s none of your business what I’m thinking about!”

Another five minutes passed, and she said quietly, in a much softer voice, “I’m sorry for snapping at you.”

“It’s OK,” I replied.

“I’m going through a rough time.”

“I know.”

“I don’t know how I got myself into this mess.”

“You developed feelings for him. That’s how.”

Gabi sighed. “I don’t know, Teddy!”

“Are you feeling confused?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Falling in love?”

“No!” Gabi responded promptly, but after about a minute, she said quietly, “I don’t know.” After a while, she added, “No, I’m not falling in love with him. It’s a different feeling.”

“What is it?” I asked, stopping and turning to look at her.

She halted, too. “I don’t know exactly what I’m feeling for him, Teddy. I’m confused. But it’s not love.” She shivered and hugged herself.

I gently touched her cheek. “Gabs, you’re cold again!”

She looked around, shivering. “Are you sure we’re still on the trail?”

I took the map out and examined it. “I think. . . I think we are. . . .” I looked around and then back at the map, but I couldn’t figure out our location.

“We are lost, aren’t we?” Gabi asked.

I handed her the map. She studied it, glanced around, and then looked back at it. In the end, she concluded, “We are lost,” and gave me the map.

I took it, folded it and placed it in my pocket. “You wish Jordi was here.”

“Teddy, please!”

“No, seriously.”

“Of course, I wish he was here, but not for the reasons you think. I wish he was here to help us. Teddy, we’re arguing about him while we’re in trouble. Look around! It’s about to get dark, and it’s cold. We don’t even know where we are!”

I nodded with concern. “Yeah, we’re lost. I don’t think we’ll make it to the cabin tonight.”

“Forget about the cabin,” Gabi said briskly and glanced at the grove we had reached. “Do you think you can start a fire?”

“I’ll try.”

“Let’s gather some firewood before it gets dark!”

We gathered dry leaves and grass for tinder, along with small sticks and twigs to use as kindling. To create our fire pit, I cleared an area next to a large fallen log and encircled that area with rocks. In the centre of this circle, I placed a small pile of dry leaves. On top of the leaves, I layered the dry grass and carefully arranged small twigs in a teepee shape. Surrounding the twigs, I stacked slightly larger sticks in a pyramid formation. After a few initial attempts, I succeeded in igniting the dry leaves at the centre using the fire starter. Gently blowing on the flames to help them grow, Gabi and I miraculously managed to start a fire.

I turned to Gabi excitedly. ”Quick! We need more dry wood—dry branches, logs, dry moss, anything!”

We spread around again, and a few minutes later, we brought some relatively dry branches, twigs and sticks. I added more twigs and sticks to the fire, and after they caught fire, I introduced larger sticks and three of the branches. Once they also began to burn, Gabi and I smiled at each other, happy with our achievement: we had successfully built our first campfire!

“Let’s gather more firewood for the night, Gabi,” I said. “Why don’t you collect dry branches, sticks and twigs? I’ll cut some larger branches and logs with the saw. Thank God I asked for it.”

“Yes, let’s do that!” she agreed with me. “Let’s create a stack of firewood next to the fire the way Jordi and Bonck did last night.”

We went on gathering and cutting branches, twigs, and logs, often running to the fire to put a log or two and warm ourselves up. We succeeded in building an impressive stack of relatively dry firewood just before it became dark. However, we had more work to do. We gathered dry leaves and pine needles and layered them on the ground between the fire and the fallen log to make us a more comfortable sitting place. I cut and brought larger branches with pine needles on them and piled them around us and the campfire, making an improvised shelter. It didn’t have a roof, but as long as it didn’t rain, it was going to provide us with some protection from the cold night breeze.

We sat on the dry leaves and leaned our backs against the log. Gabi took her jacket off and covered us both with it as much as she could. We cuddled with each other. The fire was strong and stable, but our shelter couldn’t compare to the one Jordi and Bonck had built the night before, so we were still feeling a bit cold, but at least we were not shivering.

We sat in silence, keeping each other warm with our bodies and watched the flames burst forth from the glowing embers, dancing and flickering in the night. We glanced occasionally at the sky. The sight of the stars was magnificent but also assuring—it didn’t look like it was going to rain during the night. That was good. The scent and crackling of burning wood created a sense of cosiness, though, in our predicament of being lost and stranded, any sense of romance was out of reach.

Gradually, Gabi’s breathing became rhythmic, her eyelids turned heavy, and after about half an hour, she fell asleep.

I got up and went to the edge of the grove for more firewood. When I returned, Gabi was still asleep. I sat down next to her and looked with satisfaction at the massive stockpile of firewood that would easily last us through the night.


9. Favours

I tried to shut my eyes but couldn’t. Thoughts about what had happened between Gabi and Jordi and the associated feelings, ranging from arousal to severe jealousy, kept me awake. My torment had one positive effect. Staying awake meant that I could maintain a strong fire, ensuring Gabi and I stayed warm. 

At about five o’clock, my eyes finally became heavy, and I put all the remaining firewood into the campfire. The fire loomed high, and it felt pretty warm, even hot, in our makeshift shelter. I leaned against the log, snuggling up to Gabi, and finally drifted off to sleep.

I woke up at eight in the morning to a pleasant surprise: the sun was shining brightly. The fire had died out, but the sun rays were falling straight onto Gabi and me, so we were comfortably warm. It was tempting to stay and enjoy the sunshine a little longer; however, we had to get back on the move. We needed to find our way back to the villa if we wanted to win the prize money. I decided it was time to wake Gabi up, so I stood up and began making noise. As expected, she woke up.

“Morning, Gabs!” I greeted her. 

“Morning, Teddy!” she replied and looked around. She noticed the massive pile of ashes and embers in the campfire pit before us and, smiling, chirped, “Thank you for keeping the fire going for me.”

“It’s not only Bonck and Jordi who look after you.”

“That’s true!”

“Time to get up and go, Gabs!”

Gabi stood up and put the jacket on. “Give me a moment to pee!”

I nodded towards the campfire. “Pee on it!”

She laughed. “No. Girls don’t do that.” 

“OK, but boys do!” I said and pulled my cock out.

“You picked up some habits from our friends, didn’t you?” Gabi commented as she watched me aiming my piss at the last live embers.

“Bad or good?”

She shrugged. “Just. . . habits!”

She stepped a few steps away and squatted to pee there.

Once we were done, we left our improvised shelter, taking the trail from the previous day, hoping that while we might have lost our bearings, we were still heading in the right direction. However, we had walked less than twenty minutes and had to stop.

“Shit!” slipped through my lips as I stared at a large stream, almost as big as a small river, straight in front of us.

“Oh, my God!” Gabi exclaimed as she caught up with me, hooking her hand under my arm.

“We can’t cross this. It’s too wide and too strong,” I said.

“No, we can’t. It’s deep, too. We’ll drown!”

“We’re stuck!”

Gabi let go of my arm and turned to look downstream.

I let out a long, weary sigh. “I’m afraid this is the end!” 

Mumbling “Mh-hum,” somewhat distracted, Gabi walked down a few steps following the stream and stopped, gazing somewhere in the distance down the stream.

I caught up with her. “Gabs, I suggest we try making our way to civilisation before—”

“Shh!” she shushed me.

“What?”

“Listen!”

I stood still. After a few seconds, I shook my head. “I can’t hear anything.”

“Can’t you hear it?” she whispered. “It’s a car engine.”

“It’s the noise of the water that—”

“No! Look!” Gabi pointed in the distance. “See? A jeep!”

I focused my gaze and saw a four-by-four fast approaching us, meandering between the bushes growing along the bank of the stream.

As the jeep approached us, she murmured, “Warren!”

“Yep,” I said, recognising Warren as the driver. “Guess what he’s coming for!”

“You think so?”

“Yes. Remember what Jordi and Bonck said? He’ll definitely try to blackmail you into letting him. . . you know what.”

“Let him try!”

The jeep skidded to a halt right before us, and Warren hopped out. “Hello, Gabriela and Teddy!” 

“Hi, Warren,” I greeted him.

Gabi nodded. “Hi.” 

“Did you get lost?” he asked. 

Gabi’s eyes sparkled with hope. “Yes. Can you help us with directions?”

“Umm. . . it’s against the rules of the game, I’m afraid.”

“Oh, come on, Warren! We know you make the rules!” 

“Well, OK, I’ll help you a bit. You’re three miles off course. You must cross the stream and follow it upstream until you reach a major curve on the left. You’ll find the path in a clearing just past the thicket. You can’t miss it.”

Gabi’s expression softened, a tactic she often used when she needed something. “Can you drive us there?”

Warren shook his head. “No. It’s against the rules.”

“In that case,” I intervened, “take us to the airport, will you?”

Warren arched a brow. “Turning down the big prize?”

“Yes, money’s not—”

“Honey!” Gabi placed her hand on mine. 

I looked at her. 

“Let me handle this!” she said and turned to Warren with a polite smile. “We’re still in the game, Warren, but we need your help.”

“I can help with certain things,” he said.

“Like?”

“I have food in the jeep, but I want something in return for it.”

“What do you want?”

He grinned. “You know what I want, Gabriela.”

Gabi and Warren locked eyes. His lustful smile left no doubts about what he wanted and from whom.

“I don’t need your food,” Gabi said abruptly.

Warren’s smile twisted into a grimace. “Your Spanish boyfriend has fed you well, hasn’t he?”

“He has.”

“Has he fucked you already?”

“It’s none of your business!”

Warren chuckled. “Oh, but it is. It’s my money, my business!” A second later, he waved his hand. “Never mind! The point is: I don’t see Jordi around! And with him and his friend gone, you and your hubby will get hungry again.”

Gabi stared at Warren with a hostile look.

He grinned. “What?”

“How do you know they’re gone?” she asked.

Warren pulled a token out of his pocket and flicked it with a sly smile. “What do you think these are for? We monitor you all the time.” He put the token back into his pocket. “So, I have a bag full of food for you. Do you want it?”

“I need clothes,” Gabi said.

“Umm, well, clothes. . . I didn’t bring clothes with me, I’m afraid. But food is on the table.”

“I need a lift for me and my husband to the trail across the stream.”

“Well, if you agree to give me what I want, I could bend the rules slightly.”

Their gazes held for a few moments before Warren asked, the lust evident in his grin, “So?”

Gabi held her silence.

He gestured towards the jeep. “We can do it in the car. The back seat’s all leather—real cosy.”

Gabi’s eyes didn’t stray from his. She remained unmoved.

“Teddy can take a walk or watch—whichever he prefers.” Warrant gave me a sidelong glance. “Might be quite the show.” He looked back at Gabi. “Do we have a deal?”

Instead of responding, she asked him, “You want me to make it to the villa, don’t you?” 

Slightly surprised by her question, Warren thought briefly, then nodded. “Of course.”

“If I say no to you now, you won’t give us food. You won’t take us across the stream.”

“I’m afraid I won’t. Sorry. The rules of the game!”

Gabi met Warren’s gaze head-on. “Warren, you do understand that on our own here, like this, we won’t make it to the villa, don’t you?”

“Umm. . . .” Warren paused to think, then nodded. “Yeah, I’m afraid you’re right.”

“Then, if you want to see me at the villa, help me get there for free!”

“For free?”

“Um-hum. For free!”

“Emm. . . , I’m afraid the rules of the game don’t include free gifts. Sorry!”

Gabi turned to me. “Honey, I think you were right about this game.”

I nodded. “Yes, Gabi, we didn’t sign up for this!”

She turned to Warren. “We shall quit!” 

Warren shook his head slowly from side to side, smiling. “Gabi, Gabi, Gabi! You know you can’t quit! You need the money!”

She shrugged. “It’s a matter of principle. We’ll quit! We’ll do it now!”

“You won’t do it!”

“Dare me!”

Gabi and Warren stared at each other in a fight of wills.

Warren tried to break the impasse. “Gabi, I can’t—”

“Will you help us for free or not?” Gabi asked impatiently.

“I—”

“Yes or no?”

They held each other’s gaze again.

A few seconds passed, and Warren waved his hand. “Fine! I’ll help you for free this time. Only because I’m a good guy and don’t want you to lose the money. Get in the car! I’ll take you to your friends.”

Gabi was taken aback by Warren’s unexpected offer. I could see it on her face.

“They’ll help you to the villa,” he added.

She stepped back and shook her head. “No.”

Warren raised his eyebrows. “No?”

“No.”

“You sure you don’t want to get back with Jordi and Bonck? I know exactly where they are!”

Gabi shook her head again. “No, I don’t want that.”

I touched her hand. “Honey, you sure?”

Ignoring me, she stared intently at Warren.

He pressed on. “They’ll keep you safe and help you—”

“Warren!” Gabi cut him off. “If I wanted their help, I’d have gotten it!”

Looking somewhere in the distance, Warren shook his head from side to side, smiling in amusement. “Jordi, Jordi, Jordi. Don’t you know how to get into their heads?” Warren’s face turned serious as he looked back at Gabi. “OK, Gabi. I offered you the only favour I could do for free. You turned down my offer. I’m afraid we’re back to square one. What will you give me to—”

“You like me, don’t you?” Gabi interrupted him impatiently.

“I think you’ve already figured that out,” he replied.

“And you want to fuck me.”

“Umm, it’s a bit blunt the way you put it, but yes.”

“To do that, you need to win me over.”

Warren took a step towards her. “I’d love to do that, Gabi. I’d love to win you over.”

Gabi stepped back. “Is this the way to win me over?”

“You mean?”

“Extortion? Blackmail? This is free, but that’s not. Give me that so that I can do this for you. Is this the way?”

Warren thought for a second, then smiled. “I guess it’s not the way, right?”

Gabi shook her head. “No, it’s not.”

“Then what’s the way?”

“You’re a grown-up man. Figure it out!”

“Is there a way at all?”

“There’s always a way.”

Warren thought for a while. Then, a smile crossed his face. “You’re smart.”

Gabi smiled, too. “You could say so.”

“So you want things for free. Is that it?”

She nodded.

“Hmm.” Warren cleared his throat. “But the thing is, if I give them to you for free, I’ll lose my leverage and may get nothing in return.”

Gabi shrugged. “There’s always that risk.” 

He held his gaze on her.

She cocked her head, smiling a coquettish smile. “But it’s more interesting that way, isn’t it? Not knowing?”

Warren stared at her for a few seconds, then said, “Tell you what! I’ll give you the food for free! You want it?”

Gabi nodded, smiling.

He went to the back of the jeep, opened the boot, and took out a plastic bag, the kind Jordi had when we first met. He returned and handed the bag to Gabi. “Here! It’s yours!”

Gabi inspected the contents, then faced him with a smile. “Thank you, Warren!”

He grimaced. “So, I get nothing?” 

She tilted her head, giving him a flirtatious glance. “’Thank you’ isn’t nothing.” 

Warren’s frown turned into a smile. “You’re a skilled cockteaser!” 

Gabi giggled. “Perhaps.” Turning away, she set down the bag and bent over, her skirt rising to reveal her naked backside. 

Warren watched, entranced.

Pretending to sort through the bag, Gabi announced, “Two sandwiches, two apples. Nice. What else?” She leaned further, parting her legs.

Warren was now staring straight at her pussy from behind.

“Two salami snacks, two cans of coke,” she continued.

Unable to resist, he reached out his hand to cup her pussy, but she quickly stood, alert to his move. Turning to face him, she said calmly but firmly, “Teddy and I need a ride to the trail across the river.”

Warren laughed. “Right, and I’ll get another ‘visual thank you’ for the favour.” 

“No, this time. . . .” Gabi paused with a sly smile. “This time, we’ll switch roles. I’ll do you a favour, and you’ll thank me.”

“And how’s that gonna work?”

“You’ll take us across the stream to thank me for this!” Gabi turned around, bent over, perking her butt up, and spread her legs wide apart. She pretended to look into the bag again.

Without waiting for a further invitation, Warren cupped her pussy from behind; she trembled but didn’t move away.

“God, it’s warm,” slipped through his lips.

“It always is,” she quipped.

Warren spread her pussy lips apart and tried to shove a finger into her vagina, but Gabi grabbed his hand, pushed it off her pussy and stood up, turning around. She met his gaze with a playful smile.

“You’re so wet!” he murmured.

She nodded. “Yes, I am.”

“And warm.”

“I’m always warm and wet down there, Warren. Now, my tip!”

“Your tip?”

“Yes. Favours for favours, remember?”

Laughing, Warren conceded, “You’re growing on me.”

“I know,” Gabi said, her tone knowing.  

He rubbed his erect cock through his trousers, holding his gaze on her. 

“So?” She gestured towards the stream.

“OK, you win, you charming thing!” he relented, laughing, and gestured towards the jeep. “Jump in!”

Gabi headed to the rear passenger door, but Warren stopped her, placing his hand on her shoulder. “Gabi, get in the front!”

She looked at him.

The lustful grin on his face left no doubt about his intentions to play more with her while he drove.

Gabi smiled. “Thanks, Warren, but I’ll sit with my husband.” Turning to me, she said, “Come, Teddy!” Then she opened the rear passenger door and got into the back of the jeep.

I picked up the bag with the food and followed her in, with Warren resuming the driver’s seat.

Gabi and I noticed a sleeveless jacket on the passenger seat, the same Superdry model as Bonck’s, which Gabi was wearing.

“You said you didn’t bring clothes,” Gabi remarked.

Warren glanced over his shoulder at her, then at the jacket. “Oh, that one? It’s mine.” He looked back at her, smiling. 

“Can I have it?” she asked, tilting her head slightly and offering him a smile that was both coquettish and disarmingly sweet, her eyes twinkling with a mix of playfulness and a silent plea.

“You already have one, though,” Warren said. With his eyes fixed on her, he flicked his tongue across his lips—a clear sign that her charms were not lost on him.

Gabi drew her feet up on the seat and wrapped her arms around her knees. Her skirt slid up, and her bum and pussy lay bare, immediately drawing Warren’s gaze.

“I’d like another one,” she said.

“Two?” Warren was not taking his eyes off her pussy.

Gabi sat back, letting her knees swing open and closed.

“I need my jacket,” he said, his gaze fixed between her thighs.

She paused her movement, keeping her knees apart. “Friends share things.”

“They do, but—”

“Even when they need it, friends share.” Gabi’s hand idly traced her inner thigh up, close to her pussy. “How can you expect to receive if you won’t give?”

“OK,” Warren conceded, reaching for the jacket and tossing it to Gabi as his eyes remained on her pussy without straying.

Gabi seized the jacket with a grateful “Thank you, Warren!” and passed it to me. Then she closed her legs and placed her feet on the floor. 

As I donned the jacket, Warren remarked, smiling, “You look after your husband, don’t you?” 

“Of course. He’s my best friend,” Gabi responded.

“He’s a lucky man. A beautiful wife who takes care of him.”

“I’m lucky,” I agreed.

With that, Warren faced forward, started the engine, and we were on our way.

After about a minute, he looked at Gabi in the rearview mirror. “So, we’re friends now, right, Gabi?”

She didn’t respond, just held her gaze in the mirror, smiling mischievously.

“Are we?” he pressed, looking back at the road.

“Do you want us to be?” she asked.

“Yes, very much, Gabi! We’re fellow Brits—”

“We are not! Teddy and I live in England but are not originally from the UK.”

“Oh, I can tell that.” Warren glanced at Gabi in the mirror. “But we are still countrymen, and it would be nice to be friends, wouldn’t it?”

“If you promise to behave,” she said, curving her lips into a flirtatious smile.

“I promise.”

“OK! We’re friends, then.”

“So, as friends—”

“Can I ask you a question?” Gabi asked impatiently.

“Sure!” Warren nodded and looked back at the road.

“The people Teddy and I saw at our hotel with you. They work with you, don’t they?”

“Correct. They are my business partners.”

“And they co-sponsor the game with you.” 

“Yes.”

“Your business partners had English accents.”

“They are English.”

“If you are all English,” Gabi said, “why are you running the game here and not in the UK?”

Warren shrugged, keeping his eyes on the road. “Vast territory, more flexible laws. Plus, it’s easier to find couples for the game here. How do I say this? The community is more international, less conservative, if you know what I mean.”

“I see. Why do you run the game in the first place, Warren?”

“Didn’t Alex tell you? We run it to help couples financially, and at the same time, we bet between ourselves on the couples we have selected. And most importantly, we have fun!”

“And by having fun, you mean fucking the husbands’ wives,” I interjected.

Warren looked at me in the rearview mirror. After a few seconds delay, he said, “Yes. That’s part of the fun.” 

“Why married women? Why not single women?” I asked.

He looked back at the road. “Married women are harder to get, aren’t they? The thrill is in the chase. The harder it is to get into their knickers, the more fun it is.”

“I see. So you fuck wives for fun.”

“Only if the wives want to play along!” He glanced over his shoulder at Gabi. “Right, Gabi?”

Gabi responded with a question: “What would be a wife’s incentive to play along, Warren?” 

“Umm. . . winning a hundred grand for a start?” Warren replied, smiling, and looked ahead.

“They’ll win the money anyway when they make it to the villa!”

“That’s true! But only if they make it to the villa. However, as you can see, it’s not easy to make it to the villa without our help. And our help costs, as you know.”

“You mean they have to let you fuck them for your help.”

Warren glanced at Gabi in the mirror, smiling again. “Well, Gabi, I wouldn’t have put it that bluntly, but yeah, that’s the gist of it.” He looked back at the road.

Gabi said, “You haven’t fuck me. Yet, you’re helping me.” 

“You’re a special case.”

“I see. So I’m unique amongst the wives.”

“Yes, you are!” Warren slowed down the jeep. “We’ll cross here. Hold yourself tight!”

He guided the jeep to a spot where the bank was lower, and the water appeared calmer and shallower. He changed down into a lower gear, and we entered the stream. Although shallow, the water could have swamped the cabin and killed the engine if the jeep hadn’t been waterproof and with a snorkel. Warren handled the drive skillfully, and we didn’t get stuck on the gravelly riverbed. 

As we reached the opposite bank, he caught Gabi’s reflection in the rearview mirror. “Gabi, do you know when I realised you are special?”

“When?” she queried.

“When you were crossing that stream—shivering, wobbling, but still stepping into the water before your husband.”

“How. . . how do you know that?”

“I was watching you.”

“You were?”

“Yes, from a distance.” Warren nodded at the binoculars nestled in the dashboard nook. 

Gabi’s voice rose, sharpened by anger. “I nearly died, Warren! I got hypothermia!” 

“I know, but you fought through!”

“Thanks to Jordi, who came to our rescue!”

“Ha!” Warren scoffed. “Jordi, your saviour! Come on!” He stepped on the accelerator. “You know why he did it, don’t you?”

“To save me!” Gabi replied, her voice splintering with emotion.

“Is that so?”

“Yes!”

“Ask yourself why he was so eager to play the rescuer.”

“Because he’s a good person!”

Warren dismissed her with a flick of his hand. “Oh, don’t give me that crap! He wants to fuck you, that’s why!”

Gabi shot Warren a seething glare, her eyes alight with anger and disdain.

He glanced at her in the mirror. “What?!”

She pressed her lips together.

“He’s not the nice guy you think he is,” Warren said. “All those favours? They’re for one thing—to get to your pussy!”

Gabi’s murmur was barely audible, her gaze turning cold and distant. “At least he’s better at it than some.”

She crossed her legs and looked outside through the window. She was pissed off. Warren was also annoyed. Unexpectedly, the mood had soured, settling into a tense silence. I pulled the two sandwiches from the bag, handing one to Gabi and unwrapping the other for myself. The hunger was more pressing than the tension, and the food vanished quickly. We finished the apples, too, but saved the salami snacks for later.

We knew we’d arrived when Warren stopped the jeep and pointed to a trail on our left. “There’s the path.”

I opened the door and got out of the car. Gabi was about to follow me when Warren stopped her by calling her name. “Gabi!” 

“What?” she snapped.

He turned in his seat to face her. “Stay on the trail. I’m keen to see you at the villa!”

“Well, I’m not sure I want to see you!”

“Because I watched you in the stream?”

Gabi nodded.

Warren sighed, biting his lip in thought, then retrieved a token from his pocket and tossed it to her. She caught it deftly.

“Do you understand what this is?” he asked.

Silent, Gabi turned the token over in her hand.

“It’s another hundred grand,” he said. “Just bring it with your other one.”

Gabi handed me the token, and I secured it with the other token in my pocket.

Her eyes met Warren’s again.

“So, still not wanting to see me?” he teased with a grin.

“I’ll think about it,” she said, her voice cool.

Exiting the jeep, she paused as Warren called out once more. “Gabi!”

She faced him, an edge to her look.

“I wasn’t going to let you die in that stream,” he said. “You see, I like you too much to let you die. I like you so much that I kicked another couple out of the game to get a place for you.”

“Good to know,” Gabi said coldly and was about to turn away, but Warren continued, “I couldn’t come to your rescue because it had to be Jordi, as per our arrangement.”

“What arrangement?”

“What arrangement?” Warren repeated Gabi’s question, looking confused for a moment, but then explained, “Of the game. The rules of the game. The chieftains aren’t allowed to interfere when the participants are helping each other.”

With a quiet “OK,” Gabi turned towards the trail, and I shut the door.

Warren drove off as I caught up with her. 

“Why did you do it?” I asked.

“For the lift and the food, obviously,” she responded, her pace quickening.

“Yeah, but I mean, why did you have to pay Warren? If you had accepted his offer to take us to Jordi and Bonck for free, I’m sure we’d have eaten and crossed the river safely with them.”

We stopped walking, and Gabi confronted me with a steady gaze. “Would you have preferred I’d paid Jordi instead of Warren?” 

I thought briefly, then said, “No, you’re right. Jordi’s a bigger threat. You could fall in love with him, and I could lose you. While Warren—” 

“I’ll never develop feelings for Warren. Such a bastard! Watching me walk into that freezing water!” She looked at the trail, then turned back to me. “Let me see the map!”

I took the map out and passed it to her.

She unfolded it and, after examining it for a while, said, “Warren hasn’t lied to us. We’ll take his trail; it’s good. Look!” She traced her finger over a thin dashed line curved around the cross-hatched area shaded in blue. “It goes around the marshes from the south and merges with the red route Jordi told us to follow.” 

She offered me the map, but I gently pushed her hand back, saying, “No, honey. You navigate! Last time I tried, we got lost!”

“OK. Let’s see if I’ll fare any better.”

“You’ll do great! Jordi’s not only a good kisser but also a good teacher.”

She smiled. “Couldn’t resist mentioning it, huh?”

I chuckled. “Give credit where credit’s due. The guy taught you well, and you’re good at reading maps now.”

“He taught me, but don’t you think I’m just a natural talent?”

I laughed, slapping her playfully on the bum. “You have many talents, Gabi! That’s why I love you!”

“Love you too,” she said. Then, glancing up as if suddenly remembering something, she asked, “What’s the time?”

I looked at my watch. “Five past nine.”

“We have to press on.” She looked at the sky. The sun was covered by heavy clouds. She sighed. “I hope it doesn’t rain! Let’s go!” She folded the map and tucked it into the inner pocket of her jacket. 

With her in the lead, we resumed walking, eager to outpace the looming clouds overhead.


10. Marshlands

Gabi was walking fast. The potential of pocketing two hundred grand motivated her to make it to the finish line, while the influx of energy from the food we had just eaten gave her the strength to pursue her goal. Relieved from my leadership duties, my job was to keep up with her. 

Walking behind her, I savoured the sight of her thighs, exposed by the short skirt, and her perky buttocks moving gracefully with each of her steps. I appreciated her body and recollected how Jordi, Bonck, and, most recently, Warren had done the same. Images of how they ogled and touched her legs and backside, her boobs and pussy, kept me in a state of constant erection. Warren’s hand cupping her labia, his fingers sliding between her pussy lips and spreading them out until she pushed his hand away, was the image that stood out the most. 

We had been walking at a good pace for about thirty minutes when I asked her, “How do you think your game with Warren will end?”

Gabi stopped abruptly, and I had to halt, too, barely avoiding bumping into her.

She turned around and stared at me. I swallowed nervously, regretting not keeping my mouth shut. 

Just as I was about to tell her to ignore my stupid question, she said, “I think eventually he’ll put me in a position where I won’t be able to say no.”

My hard cock twitched. Did she?! Did she just say she’d let the rich guy fuck her? 

I said in a barely audible voice, “I thought you didn’t like him.”

“It’s not whether I like him or not, Teddy. But.” She sighed. “Do you think he’ll give us two hundred grand just like that?”

“Umm, I guess he’ll try to get into your knickers.” I chuckled. “Not that you have ones right now!”

“Very funny!” Gabi scoffed.

“Sorry. No, I think you’re right. He’ll try. The contract is clear, though. If we make it to the villa in time, he’ll have to pay us the prize money!”

“That’s what the contract says, but I’m certain that, one way or another, he won’t pay us before he’s gotten what he wants.” 

“Will you let him?”

“Do I have a choice? If we want the money. . . .”

“If we want the money,” I repeated as if in a trance. It was so exciting hearing Gabi discuss letting another man fuck her for money that my cock started to throb. I reached down to it, grabbed it through my shorts and squeezed the cock head to suppress the urge to ejaculate. 

Gabi said, “If you don’t want me to, I won’t do it. But we want the money, don’t we?”

I sighed. “Yeah. . . . The way we are, without jobs. . . . We need two hundred grand.”

She stepped closer and smiled softly, looking me in the eyes. “Honey, I love you! You, and only you.”

I caressed her cheek with the back of my hand. “I know, Gabs. I know. I love you, too.”

“Teddy, I want to tell you. I-I. . . want to reassure you that if I do it, it will mean nothing to me.” She put her hand on my chest. “At the end of the day, it’s not like I’ll feel anything for him. It will be just physical. And then we’ll have two hundred grand.”

“Yes.”

“It will be over in a few minutes. He’ll be inside me for what? Three to five minutes, and it’ll be as if it never happened. I have no feelings for him. If anything, I despise him. He’ll have my pussy for a few minutes, but that’s all he’ll have. It won’t be like having me.”

“I know.”

Gabi looked away and sighed a deep sigh. “I wish it was otherwise. But bad people get what they want; good people don’t!”

“You mean Jordi,” I said. “Jordi being the good people.”

She turned and looked at me.

I took her hand and rubbed her knuckles with my thumb. “You wish Jordi fucked you, don’t you?”

She pulled her hand out of my grip.

I shrugged. “What? Am I not right?”

“If I could choose between the two, if that’s what you’re asking, yes,” she said, turned around, and we resumed walking.

We had been walking fast for about an hour and a half, trying to make up for the lost time, exchanging only a word or two about the terrain and checking the map for directions when the first raindrops started to fall. We pulled up our hoods and continued the brisk pace. We were slightly better equipped for the rain this time, with our upper bodies protected by the waterproof jackets, but still, our arms and legs were exposed, so we started to feel cold. Our shoes were the biggest problem. They got wet again. Not only did they get wet, but they were unsuitable for trekking in general, and now we began slipping on the mud. Consequently, we had to slow down to avoid injury but continued walking, nonetheless.

At one point, the rain became so heavy that we struggled to see further than a few meters ahead, and I shouted to Gabi, “Gabi, shall we stop and try to start a fire?” 

She shouted back, without stopping, “No, keep going! You want the money or not?”

“You seem more eager than ever to finish the game!” 

Now, she stopped and looked at me. “How could I not be, Teddy? We’ve got two tokens to cash in! Please, make sure you don’t lose them!” She nodded at the pocket in my shorts where I kept the tokens.

“You know what?” I retrieved the tokens and moved them into my jacket pocket, which had a zip. I zipped the pocket and smiled. “I won’t lose them!”

“Good!” Gabi nodded, and we resumed walking.

The rain wasn’t letting up. We could barely see where we were going. Our shoes were hopelessly wet, as were my socks, shorts, and Gabi’s skirt. We were skidding more often than walking. And we were cold. We knew it was time to halt the journey and find shelter, but we were in the open, with only grass and bushes around us. And it was impossible to start a fire. Everything around was wet. We wouldn’t have been able to find dry wood or a dry place for a fire, so we continued walking. However, after about another half an hour, we had no other choice but to stop. It was impossible to continue because we were walking in ankle-deep water and mud.

“God!” Gabi exclaimed, wiping the water off her face. “Water’s everywhere.”

I placed my hands on my hips, trying to catch my breath. “Are you sure we’re still on the trail?”

Gabi took the map out, and I helped her shield it from the rain. She put her finger on a spot on the map. “This is the trail.” She looked around us. The rain was coming down so hard that we could hardly see anything. “It’s pointless,” she murmured. “I can’t see a thing.” She folded the now-wet map and put it back into her inner pocket.

“We’ve got to wait it out,” I said and pointed at a nearby shrub that looked bigger than the rest. “Let’s shelter over there!”

We walked up to the shrub and hugged each other for the next half an hour, waiting for the rain to ease down. When it finally did, Gabi took the map out and tried to find our bearings. After reading the contour lines and looking around us for a while, she looked at me and said, “I also failed my orientation test.”

“What do you mean?” I asked. “Are we lost?”

“Worse! We’re lost in a swamp!”

“Oh!”

“Yep. Look around!”

“Umm, OK. Let’s wait for the rain to stop completely, and we’ll check our bearings again.”

Gabi folded the map and tucked it back into her pocket, saying quietly, “I fucked up!” 

“Oh, come on, Gabs!” I hugged her and stroked her shoulder, trying to cheer her up. “It’s not that bad. It’s not a swamp; it’s just marshlands. We can walk. We’ll go back and find the trail.”

The rain picked up again. It lashed against us as we stood exposed, the wet and cold seeping into our bones. We took the salami snacks and ate them, then washed them down with our two cans of Coke. It helped us feel a little bit better.

After another hour, the rain finally stopped, and we left the shrub that had been our meagre shelter. Trying to find our way back to the trail proved fruitless. Hours of wandering through wet grass, mud, and puddles led us only to slightly higher ground. I looked around. We were surrounded by grass, ponds, and shrubs. Starting a fire was out of the question; there was nothing dry to burn.

“This time, we’re truly fucked up,” Gabi said in desperation after examining the landscape.

I hugged her. “Oh, don’t say that, Gabs! We’ll be OK.” 

She sobbed, “Teddy, I lost the trail because I was rushing. We should have stopped and made a shelter when we could. You told me, but I didn’t listen. I was too greedy. Now, we’ll get nothing!”

“It was worth trying, honey.”

“Was it?”

“Yes. Two hundred thousand is a lot of money for us. It was worth it. I was rushing, too.”

A tear rolled down Gabi’s cheek. “Were we ever going to win the prize, Teddy?”

I smiled a bittersweet smile. “We had a chance.”

“A chance to get to the stupid villa where I had to let a stranger fuck me!”

“Well, that was not a certainty. We have a contract, remember? We could have sued him! But even if you had to let him fuck you, it was going to be worth it! You didn’t do anything wrong trying to get us there. Trust me. It was worth trying.”

“You only say that to make me feel better!” Another tear raced down Gabi’s cheek. 

I hugged her tighter. “No, not at all. It was worth the effort, and you know what? We’ll make it! We still have a chance. We’ll find a place where we can build a shelter. We’ll start a fire. And then, tomorrow morning, when the ground has drained and the sun has come back, we’ll find our way back to the trail. You’ll see.”

I was trying not to show it, but I was worried. How are we going to get out of here? I glanced at my watch. It’s half past six. We have to start making provisions for the night before it gets dark. We need a shelter, firewood, and a fire. I looked around. Where can we build a shelter, though? And with what? We’re in a marsh. There are no trees around. Just shrubs. Maybe we should try to walk again. Perhaps we can reach an area with some trees. Even if we find only small trees or taller shrubs, I can cut them and produce timber. I have a saw. Yes, we have to get going again.

I was about to suggest to Gabi that we had to try to find some trees when I saw a jeep in the distance. It was heading towards us, meandering between the shrubs and trying to stay on the firmer, more stable ground.

I pointed in the direction of the brave jeep. “Gabi, look!”

Gabi saw the car and murmured, “Warren!” 

“I thought he might come to our rescue!”

“You thought?”

“Yeah. He’s monitoring our movements through the tokens. He must have seen we’re stuck here and is coming to help us!”

Gabi remained silent.

We watched the jeep approach us until it stopped before us, and Warren lowered his window. “Hello, my friends. Got lost again?”

I whispered in Gabi’s ear, “Him wanting you? That’s a huge leverage you have over him.”

“I know,” she murmured and turned to Warren with an innocent smile. “Yes, Warren. We got lost again.” She tilted her head to the side, her smile turning playful. “What can we do without you?” 

“Yes, Warren,” I chimed in. “I can’t believe I’m going to say this, but I will: I’m so glad to see you again!”

Warren chuckled. “Come on, you two! Jump in!”

Gabi and I got in the back seat, our clothes drenching the upholstery of the jeep.

“So, how come you’re helping us for free again?” I asked after shutting the door.

Warren turned in his seat to look at us. “It’s free for you, but someone else paid for it!” 

“What do you mean?” Gabi asked.

“Your friends paid for your rescue,” he replied.

“Our friends?”

“Yes, your boyfriends, to be more precise. Jordi and Bonck. They paid with this.” Warren pulled a token on a string out of his pocket and dangled it. “They’re both so much smitten by you! Well done, Gabi!”

“But, Warren!” Gabi exclaimed. “They’ll lose the prize money!”

He shrugged. “It’s their choice, isn’t it? I dropped them in my old cabin to wait for Paul to take them to the airport tomorrow morning.”

“You manipulated them!” Gabi’s tone climbed higher.

“No, I didn’t,” Warren flatly denied. “I only told them you were stuck in the marshes, and they selflessly offered their token to pay for your rescue!” He grinned.

“Are they really out of the game?” I asked.

He nodded. “Yep, they are. Right now, they’re drowning their sorrows in the cabin with a bottle of gin!”

I raised an eyebrow. “Gin?”

“I’m not that cruel, Teddy! I gave them a bottle of gin. Why not? Here!” Warren opened the rear centre console. There was a wine cabinet with a bottle of whiskey in it. He took the bottle out and handed it to me. “I have whiskey for you! Warm yourself up! The bottle’s yours!”

“You sure?”

“Yes. And it’s free.”

I opened the bottle and took a sip while Warren watched me with a growing smile. 

I glanced at Gabi. “You want some?” 

She hesitated for a second but then grabbed the bottle. She took a sip, then shook her head. “Ugh, it burns!” 

“But it warms up,” Warren said. “And it gives energy. Alcohol is sugar, you know.”

Gabi gave me back the bottle and turned to him. “Warren, please give back the token to Jordi and Bonck! They really need the money!”

“I can’t. I’m sorry!”

Gabi grabbed the backrest of the passenger seat, full of determination. “Please! They’re good men!”

“I struck a deal with them, Gabi!” Warren said. “I can’t break it. Sorry!”

“Warren, if you’re my friend—”

“Sorry. I can’t! I want them out of the game.”

“Why?! What have they done to you?”

Warren shrugged. “It doesn’t matter. They’re out!”

Gabi leaned back, her eyes fixed intently on him. “They helped us. That’s why you hate them, isn’t it?”

“Gabi, there’s more to it, OK? I want Jordi out!” Warren said, his voice rising in frustration. 

He faced forward and started to drive off when Gabi shouted, “Stop! I’m getting out of the car!” and opened the door.

Warren swiftly pressed the brakes and turned to look at her. “What’re you doing?”

“I don’t need your help!” she said firmly, got out of the jeep and slammed the door.

He looked at me. “Did you see that?!”

I shrugged. “That’s my Gabi! Fiery!”

“She’s in love with him, isn’t she?”

Instead of answering his question, I opened my door and got out.

Gabi was standing on the other side of the vehicle. Now she walked around it and hugged me, whispering, “I’m sorry, Teddy. I just. . . I just can’t allow it. I can’t abandon him.”

“Whom? Jordi?”

She nodded and rested her head on my chest. “I can’t betray him!”

I caressed her hair. “Warren says you’re in love with Jordi.”

She pulled her head back and looked at me. 

“I think he’s right,” I said.

She shook her head. “No, Warren’s wrong! You’re wrong.”

“Then why do you care so much about Jordi?”

“I just don’t want him hurt.”

“Because he was kind to us?”

She nodded, her eyes fixed on mine.

I rubbed her shoulder. “But, also, Gabs, please be honest! You have fallen for him, haven’t you?”

She hesitated for a second, then nodded again.

Warren opened the door and got out of the jeep.

Gabi pulled away from me and turned to watch him, staring daggers at him as he walked towards us with slow steps.

He stopped a few feet away from us and said, “Gabi, if I gave them back the token, would you let me fuck you?”

“No,” she replied firmly.

“I see. Well, in that case, your boyfriends are out.”

“Stop calling them my boyfriends, you idiot!”

“Idiot?!” Warren chuckled. “I like you when you’re angry!”

“But I don’t like you!” Gabi responded coldly.

Warren grinned provocatively, and that pushed her over the edge. She clenched her fists and shouted, “I hate you, Warren! I hate you!” She took a deep breath and exhaled. Her eyes welled with tears as she murmured, “I hate you!”

“OK.” Warren sighed, shifted towards his jeep as if to leave, but then, reconsidering, turned back to face her and said, “Gabi, if you let me fuck you here and now, I’ll take you to the cabin, and you’ll give Jordi and Bonck the token yourself. You’ll be with your Jordi!”

“I can’t let you fuck me,” Gabi said.

“Why not?”

“Because I don’t like you!”

“You don’t have to like me to do it. It will be part of a deal. I’ll fuck you, and in exchange, you’ll get to save your boyfriends. Plus, I promise to help you and Teddy make it to the villa. It’s a great offer!”

Gabi shook her head. “I don’t trust you.”

Warren stared at her for a few seconds, then sighed. “OK then. In that case, I can do nothing for you, your husband, or your boyfriends. Goodbye!” He turned around and walked slowly back to his jeep.

He was just about to climb into the driver’s seat when Gabi called out. “Warren!”

He turned to look at her.

She took a couple of steps towards him, then stopped.

Their eyes met. There was silence for a few seconds before she said, “I’ll blow you.” 

“Honey?!” I whispered.

Ignoring me, she walked quickly and stopped right before Warren, saying, “I’ll blow you right here for their token and to drive us to them!”

Warren and Gabi held each other’s gaze. I stood silent.

“I’ll need more than that,” Warren said after a while. “I want you to promise me that when you make it to the villa, you’ll let me fuck you.”

Gabi thought for a second, then nodded. “I promise!”

I quickly walked up to her and placed my hand on her shoulder. “Hon, are you sure?” 

Not listening to me, she continued talking to Warren. “Give me their token!”

He grinned. “I’ll swap it for your tokens.” 

Gabi shook her head. “No way.” 

“Your tokens will be my insurance,” Warren continued undeterred. “When you arrive at the villa, I’ll give them back to you after you have let me fuck you.”

“I’m not that stupid, Warren! If we arrive at the villa without tokens, the rules of the game—”

“I make the rules, Gabi, remember? You told me that yourself, and you were right. I make the rules!”

Gabi stared at him.

He nodded. “Yes, Gabi, it’s a good deal. Take it!”

She remained silent.

“Think about it!” he pressed on. “If I know I’ll fuck you at the villa, do you think I’ll let you drop out of the game? It’s an insurance for you, too.” 

Warren took the token out of his pocket and tossed it to her. She caught it and hung it around her neck. Holding his gaze on her, he unclasped his belt, unzipped his fly and pulled his trousers to his knees. Then he pulled his briefs down, too, and his erect cock popped out. Gabi moved her gaze from his face to his cock. His member was not as big as Jordi’s or anywhere as big as Bonck’s, but it was impressive, nonetheless.  

“So?” Warren raised an eyebrow invitingly.

Gabi bit her bottom lip a couple of times, then looked at me. “Honey, are the tokens still with you?”

“Are you sure?” I mumbled.

She nodded. “Yes!”

I unzipped my pocket, took the tokens out and offered them to Warren. 

He murmured, “Thanks,” took the tokens and hung them around his neck.

“Can you give me the bag, Teddy?” Gabi asked.

Warren smiled. He was happy with what he had negotiated.

I took the empty bag of food out of my pocket and passed it to Gabi. She bent down and laid the bag on the wet grass in front of Warren. Then she kneeled on the bag, facing his crotch, reached and grasped his cock. His member twitched at her touch. She stroked it a couple of times and pulled the foreskin back, uncovering the glans. She stared at the cock head for a few seconds, then lowered her head towards it until her lips touched it.

“I want you to swallow,” Warren said, gently pushing his pelvis forward. 

Gabi parted her lips, and his cock head slid into her mouth. 

“Oh, yeah,” he moaned as her lips wrapped around the shaft.

It was so erotic to watch that I felt cum bubbling up from my balls. I pressed my hand against my cock and pushed hard, suppressing the urge.

Gripping the base of Warren’s shaft with two hands, Gabi began moving her head back and forth, slowly and carefully, gradually taking more and more of the penis into her mouth. At one point, she gagged and pulled her head back, taking the cock out up to the glans. Warren patiently waited for her to adjust her posture and take control of her gag reflex, then slowly pushed his member back in. She resumed moving her head back and forth.

“Urgh,” Warren grunted and closed his eyes.

Gabi slid her hands to his balls and began gently massaging them while, at the same time, she continued moving her mouth up and down his cock, lips tightly wrapped around the shaft.

“Urgh, yesss!” Warren moaned, placing his hands on his hips. “Keep going, Gabi, keep going!”

Gabi’s head was moving in rhythm, her lips sliding back and forth, back and forth.

“Mmm, yeah,” Warren moaned. “Urgh, yeah!”

After about a couple of minutes, Gabi stopped moving her head and, with a mouth full of cock, took a deep breath through her nostrils. Then she plunged her head forward, taking in Warren’s entire penis deep into her mouth.

“Ugh,” Warren moaned. “It’s good, yeah, it’s good!”

Gabi gagged but kept the cock in her mouth. At the same time, she squeezed Warren’s balls, and that pushed him over the edge. His butt and thigh muscles contracted. He groaned a loud “Ugh!” and began ejaculating into her mouth. Gabi coughed briefly but did not pull the cock out. Instead, her throat muscles worked rapidly as she swallowed the cum.

I squeezed my member tight. I can’t! I can’t cum like this! No! I took a deep breath, and the urge passed. Phew! What a shame it would’ve been!

It took Warren about thirty seconds to finish ejaculating, after which he opened his eyes and looked down at Gabi’s face.

She looked up at him. What a sight she was! Looking up at the man whose cock was stuck deep in her mouth, her lips tightly wrapped around his shaft, and her hands holding his balls.

Fuck! I’ll cum! Looking away, I took another deep breath and held it. After a few moments, I exhaled with relief. I had managed to hold off cumming. I looked back at Gabi.

She was still looking at Warren, holding his cock in her mouth. Now, she raised her brows, asking him: you done?

Smiling, he nodded, signalling he was done.

She let go of his balls, pulled her head back, and the still erect cock slid out of her mouth. Coughing out cum and saliva, she stood up and wiped her lips with the back of her hand.

“Thank you, Gabi,” Warren said.

“You’re welcome,” she responded and looked at me. “You OK, hon?”

“Yes, I’m fine,” I replied. “You did what you had to do, Gabs.”

“And she did it professionally!” Warren chimed in.

Gabi brushed her lips again, ignoring his remark.

He pulled up his briefs. “Your wife knows how to give head, Teddy!”

Hearing Warren praise my wife for giving him a blow job evoked a tinge of jealousy in me, but I was determined not to show it and responded with an unexpected calmness, “I know, Warren. She’s my wife. I know what she can do.”

He pulled up his trousers. “Kudos to her! She blew me really well. I loved it.”

Gabi turned to him. “I’m glad you liked the blowjob, Warren. Now, will you hold up to your end of the bargain?”

“Of course!” Warren zipped his trousers up, fastened his belt, and then nodded towards the jeep. “Get in the car!”

Gabi and I got in the back seat while Warren sat in the driver’s seat. He started the engine, and we departed.

We didn’t talk. And what was there to talk about? My wife had performed fellatio on a guy whom she didn’t like, but she had done it so that she could help another guy whom she liked. And as for me? I was a mere observer, taken by the events.

I took the bottle of whiskey I had left on the seat, opened it, and took a gulp. The alcohol burnt my throat, but I liked the feeling. 

Gabi watched me take a second gulp and then held her hand out. 

I passed her the bottle.

She took a gulp, then coughed out. “Whoa! It burns!” 

Warren looked at her in the rearview mirror. “It helps push it down, though, doesn’t it?”

Gabi looked at him. “Shut up, Warren!”

“Sorry, I meant it in a good way. Cum must be unpleasant to—”

“Cum is cum! Now, shut up and drive, will you?”

Warren smiled, shaking his head, and looked ahead.

Gabi took a sip and then passed me the bottle.

I took a sip, too.

“Be careful, guys!” Warren warned us as he glanced in the mirror. “Jokes aside, you haven’t been eating a lot recently and can get hammered really quick!”

He was right. I hadn’t been eating a lot for the past few days and was already feeling the buzz of the alcohol. However, I wanted to get drunk. Not like drunk, drunk, but drunk enough. The reason was that while I had enjoyed watching Gabi suck Warren’s cock, evidence of which was the boner in my pants, I had felt something akin to humiliation. I had watched another man stick his cock into my wife’s mouth without doing anything to stop him, and that had made me feel somewhat chagrined.

I stared at the bottle in my hand. I’m a joke of a husband, ain’t I? Warren must think—I paused my thought, and an epiphany struck me. Why do you care about what he thinks? What Gabi thinks matters. 

I glanced at Gabi. She had been watching me and now asked, “Are you trying to get drunk?”

I said to myself: She’s fine. She’s not blaming me or herself; she looks so composed. That’s what matters. Having regained my equilibrium, I replied with a smile, “Not drunk, but relaxed,” and offered her the bottle.

“Same here!” she responded, taking the bottle. After a sip, she passed it back to me.

I accepted it, saying, “Relaxation helps with making decisions, doesn’t it?”  

“It helps,” she agreed.

“Will you be making decisions in the cabin?”

“I think so.”

“Sound decisions?”

Gabi shook her head. “No. The opposite. Irrational decisions. Unless you advise otherwise?”

I shrugged. “Why would I?”

She smiled. “I thought so. I think you’ll like my decisions very much.”

I smiled, too. “I think you’re right!”

“I love you, Teddy!”

“Love you, too!”

Gabi reached for the bottle, and I handed it to her. She took a sip before handing it back.

As the bottle returned to my grasp, I found myself staring at it once again. ‘Irrational decisions’. Hmm. We both know what that means. Why am I fine with it? And not only fine but turned on? Should I not be ashamed of myself? But why? She’s not ashamed of me! 

She tells me she might be making irrational decisions. Then she tells me she knows I’ll like what she’ll do. In other words: ‘I know you’ll be turned on by watching me with Jordi.’ And then she says she loves me. This is how she tells me she’s fine with me the way I am. 

Why shouldn’t I be fine with myself if she’s fine with me? 

You know what? That’s it! I like sharing my wife! That’s how I am, and there’s no point in chastising myself for it! If she’s going to let Jordi fuck her, so be it! I’ll enjoy watching her do it! No shame, no recriminations, no doubts, no inhibitions! Gabi and I will just have fun!

I raised the bottle to my mouth and took two gulps of whiskey, one after the other.

Gabi extended her hand towards me. “May I?”

Without hesitation, I handed her the bottle, and she drank from it.

Throughout the forty-five-minute drive, Gabi and I continued to pass the bottle back and forth, the whiskey easing the passage of time until Warren brought the jeep to a halt in front of a forest line.

“All right, folks!” he said. “My cabin’s over there”—he pointed at an opening in the forest line—”I can’t drive you to it, but it’s about a hundred yards from here. Follow the path! And don’t overdo it tonight! I hope to see you in good shape at the villa!”

“Don’t worry! We know how to hold our liquor!” I said.

Gabi and I opened the doors to get out.

“Gabi!” Warren called out.

She looked at him.

“I didn’t mean only the alcohol,” he said. “Don’t overdo it with Jordi!”

She stared at him.

He chuckled. “You’ll need your pussy working well when you arrive at the villa. For me. Remember?” He dangled the tokens hanging on his neck.

Gabi waved her hand. “Oh, shut up, Warren!” She got out of the jeep and slammed the door.

I got out from my side, slightly wobbling, with the bottle of whiskey in my hand and the sling bags strapped to my back.

As soon as I closed the door, Warren drove off.

Gabi walked up to me with an unsteady step. She hooked her hand under my arm and kissed me on the cheek. I smiled.

We headed to the cabin.

It was twenty to eight, and it was getting dark and cold. We had to hurry.


11. Reunion

After a brief walk through the whispering woods, Gabi and I arrived at a quaint log cabin. Warm light spilt from its single window, casting a welcoming glow in the twilight.

“Our friends are here,” I whispered.

Gabi nodded. “Mm-hmm!”

“Who will tell them the good news?”

“I will!”

Gabi took the token off her neck, tucked it into the tiny back pocket of her skirt and knocked on the door.

The door opened, and Jordi appeared. He was bare-chested and had only a towel wrapped around his waist. His eyes widened as he took in the sight of us.

“Gabi! Teddy!” he shouted excitedly. “Is that you?”

I nodded. “Yes, we’re back.”

With her hands locked in front of her and one leg crossed over the other, swaying lightly like a shy schoolgirl, with a timid, nervous smile on her face, Gabi asked, “Will you take us back?”

“Of course I will!” Jordi exclaimed. “How could you even ask such a question? Come on in!” He stepped back, allowing Gabi and me to enter the cabin, then closed the door behind us, adding, “Make yourselves at home, my friends!”

“It’s so warm in here!” I remarked, dropping the sling bags down on the floor and unzipping my jacket.

“It is warm, indeed,” Gabi agreed, beginning to peel off her jacket.

“Let me take those for you,” Jordi offered, stepping towards us.

He assisted Gabi with her jacket while I managed mine, being careful not to drop the whiskey bottle.

Once Jordi had hung our jackets along with the sling bags by the front door, Gabi and I turned our attention to the cabin itself, surveying its rustic simplicity. It was a single, spacious room with a cosy atmosphere and simple interior. A sturdy wooden table sat beneath the single window, flanked by four worn but comfortable chairs. The stove crackled with a cheerful fire, infusing the cabin with a toasty warmth that gave us a pleasant embrace after all the cold and wet we had endured. Next to the stove, a neat stack of firewood stood ready for use. Against one wall, a sizeable improvised bed had been created by several yoga mats arranged side by side on the floor. On top of the mats, six plump pillows, neatly folded linens, and soft blankets promised a good night’s sleep.

I pointed at the LED light in the ceiling. “Generator-powered?”

“Battery-powered,” Jordi clarified.

“Where’s Bonck?” I asked.

Jordi nodded towards a door in the wall to our right. “In the shower.”

“A shower?”

“Yeah!”

“With hot water?”

Jordi smiled. “Yes. There’s a separate wood burner in the bathroom that heats a cistern. You can take showers, too, if you want.”

“Yes, we’d love to,” Gabi said.

“What about food?” he asked. “Are you hungry?”

“Yes!” She nodded with a smile.

“Grab some!” Jordi pointed at a large plate full of sandwiches, mini pizzas, and unopened cans of Coke laid on the table. “Warren left us plenty of food. We have booze, too, although I see you have your own.” He nodded at the bottle in my hand.

“It’s from Warren,” I clarified.

“I see. I was gonna ask you. Did he drop you off here?”

“Yes, he did.”

“Look at what he sends you!” Gabi chirped, retrieving the token from her pocket and dangling it in the air.

“No way!” Jordi exclaimed, his eyes widening. “Is this. . . is this—”

Gabi giggled. “Yes, it is! Your token!” She tossed the token to Jordi, and he skillfully caught it.

“Wow!” He examined the token in his hand. “Gabi, this was totally unexpected!” He moved closer to her. “How did you make him give it to you?”

Gabi replied with a sly smile, “I can be very persuasive when I put my mind to something.”

Jordi shook his head in admiration. “Gabi! You’re amazing!” He grabbed her by the waist, pulled her into him and lowered his head to kiss her, but she turned her head to the side.

She hooked her chin over his shoulder, whispering, “I just couldn’t stand by and let you lose the money!” She put her hands on his chest and gently pushed him back. He let go of her.

Gabi went to the table and took a mini pizza. Joining her, I placed the bottle of whiskey on the table and picked up a turkey and cheese sandwich. After taking a bite and swallowing, I remarked, “Mmm. Not bad.” Glancing at Jordi, I added, “Warren treats you well here!”

Jordi nodded. “Yes, he showed he could be generous once he saw us out of the game.”

“Well, you’re back in the game!”

“Yeah, it seems so! We’ll get up early tomorrow and—” Jordi paused abruptly. A brief shadow crossed his face before he asked, “You haven’t quit the game, have you?”

Gabi shook her head. “No. We’re still in. But I don’t know if we’ll make it!”

“You will! The cabin’s away from the main trails, and we’ve lost a lot of time, but I know this area well; there are shortcuts. You’re coming with us, right?”

Gabi smiled coquettishly, tilting her head. “Will you take us with you?”

Jordi chuckled. “Of course I will!”

The bathroom door opened, and Bonck got out. Like Jordi, he had only a towel wrapped around his waist. His eyes went wide the moment he saw us. “Gabi! Teddy!”

“Hi, Bonck!” Gabi waved.

“Hi, Bonck,” I greeted him, too.

“How. . . how come?” he asked.

“Warren dropped them off!” Jordi explained. “Look what they’ve brought!” He dangled the token.

“Oh, my God!” Bonck clasped his hands in astonishment. “Is this for real?”

Jordi nodded. “Yes. We’re back in the game!”

Bonck’s excitement bubbled over. “Oh, wow! But how? What happened?”

“Gabi persuaded Warren to give it back,” Jordi revealed, a note of pride in his voice.

Bonck raised an eyebrow. “Persuaded him? Like. . . . Did she let him. . . you know?” His inquiring gaze turned to Gabi.

“No!” Gabi squeaked. “I didn’t let him fuck me if that’s what you’re asking.”

“She blew him!” I threw in.

“Teddy!” she scolded, turning sharply and pushing me in the chest.

Both Bonck and Jordi looked at me.

“She blew him?!” Jordi asked, unsure if I was joking.

“Yep,” I confirmed with a nod. “For your token.”

“Sometimes you’re awful!” Gabi whispered, shaking her head in disapproval.

“Wow, Gabi!” Jordi exclaimed, turning his attention to her. “I truly appreciate what you’ve done for us.”

“For you, Jordi, to be more precise,” I corrected him.

“Teddy!” Gabi rolled her eyes.

“What? Am I wrong?”

“I care about both Jordi and Bonck. They’re our friends!”

“They are. But your care for Jordi is quite different. Even Warren could see it.”

“Enough!” Gabi snapped at me.

I raised my hands in surrender. “Just stating the obvious.”

Gabi finished her pizza, wiped her mouth with a napkin, and said, “Don’t!”

I shrugged. “Why not? Can’t handle a little truth?”

“Certain things are better left unspoken, Teddy,” Bonck interjected.

I looked at him.

He shrugged with a smile. “I’m just saying. If you talk too much about something, you draw attention to it and may ruin it.”

I opened my mouth to tell him to mind his own business but stopped myself. He was making a valid point. Did I want to draw Gabi’s attention to the fact she was developing feelings for Jordi if I wanted to see her fucked by him? Because, deep down, I wanted to watch her have sex with the charming Spanish man.

Bonck turned to Gabi. “Am I right, Gabi?”

Instead of answering, Gabi mumbled, “It’s actually hot in here,” fanning herself with her hand.

“Gabi!” Jordi called, and she turned to look at him. He walked up to her, grabbed her by the waist and pulled her into him, saying, “Teddy’s right about your feelings for—”

“Didn’t you hear what Bonck just said?” Gabi cut him off, placing her hands on his chest. “Listen to your friend!” She pulled away from him and turned to Bonck. “Bonck, is there enough hot water to take a shower now?”

Bonck nodded. “Yes, plenty.”

“I want to wash my clothes.”

“There’s a bucket in the bathroom. You can hang them next to ours.” Bonck nodded towards the drying rack, where his and Jordi’s clothes were hung. “We’ll keep the stove going all night; they’ll dry by the morning, even sooner!”

“I’ll wash my clothes, too,” I chimed in. “They stink!”

Gabi gestured to me. “Give them to me, and I’ll wash them with mine!”

Jordi pointed at a cupboard against one of the walls. “There are towels in the cupboard.”

Gabi went to the cupboard, opened it and took out two towels. She handed me the smaller one and kept the larger one for herself. We took off our shoes, placing them near the stove to dry. I stripped off my soaked clothes, passing them to Gabi. I wasn’t bothered by my nudity—by now, Bonck and Jordi had seen plenty of me naked. Gabi went into the bathroom while I wrapped the towel around my waist and sat down at the table. I opened a can of Coke and took a big gulp. The fizz was a small comfort after the arduous day.

Bonck removed the towel from his waist, swaying his monstrous cock, and began drying his hair.

Jordi sat down on the chair across from me, reaching for the bottle of whiskey. “May I?”

“Of course.” I nodded.

He poured whiskey into one of the empty glasses on the table. “We have gin, by the way. Warren left us a bottle, but neither Bonck nor I drink gin. Would you like gin?”

“No, thanks,” I declined. “I’ll stick to whiskey.”

“Whiskey for me, too,” Bonck shouted from the other corner of the room.

I pushed two empty glasses towards Jordi, and he poured whiskey for Bonck and me.

Bonck finished drying himself, wrapped the towel around his waist, and joined Jordi and me at the table, taking a seat on the third chair. He took his glass and raised it. “What shall we drink for?”

I raised my glass, too. “For winning the game!”

Jordi added, “And for your wife, who made winning it possible!”

We clinked glasses and drank.

After we put our glasses on the table, Jordi said, “Teddy, I think tonight, Gabi and I—”

“Jordi!” Bonck interrupted him.

Jordi turned to Bonck, annoyed. “What?”

Bonck shook his head. “Don’t!”

“Why not? Isn’t it obvious by now?” Jordi turned to me. “There’s no point beating around the bush, is there, Teddy? We all know why you and Gabi are here, don’t we?”

Jordi was right. There was no point in pretending I wasn’t grasping what was going on. Bonck and Jordi were clear about who I was and what I wanted. They were also clear about what, deep down, Gabi wanted.

I was about to nod in agreement with Jordi when Bonck said, “Jordi, you and Teddy like to talk about it. It excites you. I get that. But I think it doesn’t go well with Gabi. She’s a woman. She doesn’t like it when you talk about it explicitly. And that in front of her husband! Come on! Think about what happened at the stream!”

“You mean I was too pushy?” Jordi asked, looking at Bonck.

“Too obvious.”

“Umm, don’t know, Bonck. I think I know what I’m doing.”

Bonck placed his hand on Jordi’s shoulder. “My friend, I know your signature confidence has worked very well many times. And you know what? It worked with Gabi initially. But “—Bonck smiled—“I’ve been watching her. After that kiss, she’s changed. She’s become very sensitive. Maybe she feels she’s going further than she ever imagined, and it’s spooking her. You need to be more subtle.” He glanced at me. “Both of you.”

So far, Bonck hadn’t come across as someone with a deep understanding of the women’s way of thinking when it came to matters of sensitive nature. But I had to agree with him on this occasion, so I said, “Yeah, I think you’re right.”

“OK,” Jordi said. “What shall we talk about then?”

“What’s the plan for tomorrow?” I asked.

“I have ideas. Let me show you!”

Jordi went and took his map out of the backpack set on a chair in the corner of the cabin. He brought the map to the table, opened it and pointed at a spot on it. “This is where we are.” He went on to show us the route we had to take to the villa and talked about how we could take shortcuts to make it on time. We drank whiskey and discussed his plan until Gabi got out of the bathroom, wrapped in a towel and carrying the washed clothes.

Jordi jumped off his chair. “Let me help you hang them!”

“Thank you, Jordi,” she chirped, smiling appreciatively, then turned to me. “You can go in, Teddy. There’s still hot water.”


12. Massage

I stepped into the bathroom and closed the door. The wood burner stove, used to heat the cistern, was still burning. The warmth engulfing my body was a welcome contrast to the cold and misery I had endured for the past few days. Without hesitation, I removed the towel, hung it up and turned the shower on.

As the soothing stream of hot water cascaded over my body, a wave of relief and comfort washed over me. I closed my eyes and tilted my head back, allowing the water to flow over my face and neck. The steam-filled air enveloped me completely. My brain switched off as the hot water massaged my weary shoulders and back.

For about five minutes, I thought of nothing, simply basking in the sensations of the splashing water. Then, gradually, my thoughts drifted to my wife and Jordi and what would happen between them.

What will happen tonight? Hmm. It’s down to Jordi and Gabi, really. Well, to me, too, but come on! They know where I stand on this. Wasn’t I the first to hint at it when Gabi lost her knickers? And subsequently, the way I acted? They all know. That’s why Jordi and Bonck openly spoke to me about it tonight. They know I want to be cucked.

I’m not an obstacle to this. Jordi’s not concerned about me. And since he knows Gabi’s still into him—otherwise, why would we be here—he’ll push to get what he wants. 

But will Gabi let him?

Hmm. Difficult to say. She ran away after that kiss to keep herself away from him. And she acts like she has cooled down on him a bit. But then, why are we here? Why did she blow Warren? For Jordi! To win back the token for Jordi and to have an excuse to come and see him. Definitely, she wants him. But how far will she go? She talked about irrational decisions in the car. Both of us know what that means. Has she made those irrational decisions?

Maybe she still hasn’t decided. Or, what if she has? What will she be doing next, then? What is she doing right now?

My thoughts moved to what could be going on between Gabi and Jordi in the other room. Probably, they are flirting again. Maybe they are kissing already! 

Umm. . . , no, she wants it subtle, as Bonck said. 

Actually, Bonck might be wrong. What if it’s not that she wants it subtle? What if she simply doesn’t want to go further than flirting? After that kiss at the stream, she pressed the brakes. That kiss spooked her. It was her tripwire. It rang alarm bells that she was going too far and was getting too involved with Jordi. She’ll just flirt, and that’s all. She won’t let him kiss her again or anything beyond that. As she told me once, a kiss is reserved only for the man she loves. Kissing has always been something special to her. The most intimate act. More than sucking someone’s cock. Even more than letting someone fuck her. It will be hard for Jordi to get a kiss from her now.

But! That’s true if she’s not in love with him. If she is, that changes everything, doesn’t it? Then she’ll let him kiss her.

Umm. . . but she says she’s not in love with him. Maybe she’s not. The time they spent together wasn’t enough to develop such deep feelings. No, she’s not, she’s definitely not. I know her. But she’s undoubtedly infatuated with him. And here’s the thing: she may not be in love with him, but her sexual desire, that urge, I guess down there, in her pussy, may muddle her mind, lower her inhibitions. And she’ll let him kiss her again.

In fact, they may already be kissing!

Maybe more than that. Perhaps he’s all over her right now! Kissing her and feeling her boobs, her pussy.

Or, maybe she is blowing him! Yes, to bring him on par with Warren!

She’s on her knees on the bed in front of Jordi. He is standing, with his hands on his hips, having pushed his pelvis forward, and she’s taking his cock into her mouth. Bonck is watching and shaking his head in disapproval. Or watching and enjoying. Who knows what he thinks, really?

Or maybe Gabi and Jordi are past that. Perhaps she is lying on her back, and he is on top of her, between her legs.

She is pushing him in the chest, whispering, ‘Jordi, wait! I can’t! I’m a married woman!’

But Jordi is saying, ‘That’s OK. It’s just this one time, Gabs. Just the tip, please!’

‘My husband; he’ll be out any moment!’

‘He wants it!’

‘No, he thinks he wants it, but he’ll see us and freak out!’

‘OK! Let’s do it quickly! Let me enter you slightly, just a few thrusts!’

He is pushing his cock against her pussy.

‘Jordi!’ She is whimpering. ‘Please, he’ll come out and see us!’

He is assuring her, ‘He’ll be OK, Gabs, he’ll be OK.’

Gabi is trying to push him away from her, but she is too feeble. She is not convincing. Because she doesn’t really want to push him away.

She is whispering, ‘Jordi, stop! He’ll come out!’

Jordi is smiling. ‘We’ll tell him we’re not fucking, just a little penetration to feel each other.’

‘He will—’ She is gasping. She is feeling Jordi’s cock spread her pussy lips and—

“Fuck!” slipped through my lips as I grabbed my cock head and squeezed it tight, my eyes snapping open. I felt cum rising from my balls into the base of my penis. “No!”

I stared at the burner, taking a deep breath.

Deep breaths, deep breaths! You can’t blow it now! You can’t!

I looked down at my cock. You want to fuck her, don’t you? How are you going to do it if you blow it now?

I took another deep breath, and the urge to ejaculate subsided. I should stop thinking about her and Jordi! I should think about the villa. No. I should think about what we should do with the prize money!

I closed my eyes again and forced myself to imagine what we would do with $200,000. Imagining buying a yacht and sailing, despite being a long-time dream of Gabi’s and mine, was much less exciting compared to the images of her being fucked by Jordi, and my cock calmed down.

As I enjoyed the hot water massaging my body and dreamt about the beautiful places we could visit, I lost my sense of time, and the water turned tepid. That was when I knew I had overstayed my time in the shower. I hurriedly soaped my hair and body and managed to rinse myself off before the water became cold. I turned the shower off, stepped out of it, took the towel and began drying myself.

The thoughts of Gabi and Jordi returned. I remembered how the three of us slept in the shelter two nights before. He felt her boob all night long. And then, in the morning, she was sleeping face down on top of him. He must have felt on top of the world, waking up to feel her tits squashed against his chest and her warm breath on his neck.

Will tonight be a repeat of that night? Or will they go further? And how much further? Till the end? I looked down at my again-erect cock. Will we watch our wife getting fucked, or not? Smiling, I continued to muse. Well, whether that happens or not, we should fuck her! That’s for sure. I playfully slapped my eager penis. It twitched as if to say: Of course, we’ll fuck her, Teddy! How would it be otherwise?

I wrapped the towel around my waist and got out of the bathroom.

Gabi, Jordi and Bonck had arranged their chairs close to one another, away from the table, with Jordi and Bonck sitting across from Gabi, facing her. Gabi had her right foot on her chair, hugging her knee to her chest, while her left leg was perched on Jordi’s lap. Jordi was rubbing or massaging her calf muscle—I couldn’t figure out exactly what he was doing. Gabi still had her towel wrapped around her, but it had become loose and hiked up her thighs. The way she had spread her legs apart and the towel had opened up in the front, meant that both Jordi and Bonck had a full view of her pussy and were gawking at it.

Jordi chuckled. “And she said, ‘How does it work?’”

Gabi’s body shook in laughter. “Really? She still thought you were serious?”

“Yes. I’m telling you: she thought I was dead serious!” Jordi leaned closer to Gabi and, still holding her calf with one hand, he put his other hand on her thigh. “’Through the vagina,’ I said. ‘It tightens, and that’s how it pulls the butt muscles from the inside.’” His hand slid up Gabi’s thigh.

Gabi shook her head, still smiling. “I can’t believe she was that stupid!”

“She was naive,” Jordi said, slipping his hand on the inner side of her thigh.

Gabi giggled.

He moved his hand further up. “I asked her, ‘Do you feel it now?’”

Possibly he touched Gabi’s pussy because she grabbed his hand and pushed it away.

He chuckled. “And she said, ‘Yeah, I definitely feel it. It works!’”

Gabi burst into laughter. “It works, but on what?” She was still smiling, shaking her head in amusement when she saw me. She quickly shifted, removing her left leg from Jordi’s lap and bringing both feet to the floor, then, somewhat embarrassed, waved at me. “Hi, honey!”

I nodded. “Hi, Gabs!”

“Jordi was telling me how he’d been working as a masseur and tricked a woman into believing he could cure saggy bottoms by thigh massage.”

“Jordi’s a jack of all trades. A doctor, a scout, and now a masseur.”

Jordi chuckled. “That’s right! I’m a professional masseur, amongst many other things.”

I laughed. “Oh, yeah! A professional masseur!”

“You don’t believe me?”

I shook my head. “No.”

He got up from his chair and offered it to me. “Take a seat!”

I raised my eyebrows. “What? Are you offering me a massage?”

“Yes, an on-chair massage!”

I stared at him. I wasn’t sure if he was serious.

A smile spread across his face. “Let me massage you; then, tell me if you think I’m a professional or not!”

I glanced at Gabi.

She giggled. “Go for it! He’s good.”

“How do you know?” I asked.

“He massaged her calves while you were in the shower,” Bonck interjected before Gabi could answer my question.

I held my gaze on Gabi.

She smiled and nodded at the chair. “Go on, hon! You’ll like it!”

Encouraged by her nod, I chuckled, approached the chair and straddled it, facing its backrest.

Jordi placed his hands on my shoulders. “Relax, Teddy! Relax!”

As soon as he began gently kneading and stroking my neck and shoulders, I sensed the tension in those areas starting to melt away. His expert touch and rhythmic movements created a soothing and calming sensation. He knew where to touch and how to touch. He knew what he was doing. I closed my eyes and let a sense of serenity and relaxation envelop me.

My bliss lasted for about ten minutes before Jordi gently rubbed my back, whispering, “How was it?”

“It was. . . it was fantastic!” I murmured, opening my eyes. I stood up feeling rejuvenated and gave him a high-five. “Well done! I really enjoyed it. Thank you!”

Bonck chuckled. “He’s good, isn’t he?”

“Oh, yeah!” I nodded in agreement. “He definitely knows what he is doing!”

“He’s very good,” Gabi chimed in, then asked Jordi, “Jordi, have you thought of opening your own massage studio?”

Jordi smiled. “I have actually. With the prize money, I could.” He turned his attention back to me. “Teddy, would you like a full-body massage?”

“Umm. . . .” I hesitated. I was OK with him touching my shoulders and neck, but I felt a little uneasy to let him massage the lower parts of my body.

“If you liked the on-chair massage,” Bonck interjected, “you’ll love the full-body massage Jordi gives.”

“Has he massaged you?” I asked.

“Oh, yeah! Many times!” Bonck chuckled. “Free massage is one of the reasons I became friends with him! I’m telling you: take up his offer and surrender yourself to his magic hands!”

Jordi nodded towards the yoga mats on the floor. “Lie on your stomach, Teddy!”

“No, thanks,” I declined after glancing at the improvised bed and imagining myself half-naked while Jordi kneaded my body. “I’m happy with the on-chair massage.”

Jordi laughed lightly. “OK, you’re too shy!” He turned to Gabi. “Gabi?”

“Umm. . . .” She hesitated, too.

He smiled. “Don’t be shy like your husband!”

She mumbled, “No, I mean, maybe later. . . . Before we go to bed.”

Jordi looked at his watch. “To be fair, if we want to get up early tomorrow, it’s time to go to bed.”

“Yeah!” Bonck said. He got up and went to the bed on the floor. “Let me make the bed!” Swiftly, he spread bed sheets on the yoga mats and lined up four of the six pillows.

Jordi went to the bed and kneeled on the outermost of the yoga mats. He looked at Gabi and me. “Who’s for a massage?”

“Me!” Bonck said, raising his hand.

Jordi glanced at Bonck, smiling. “Not you! You’ve had enough massages. Let me treat my guests tonight!” He turned his attention back to Gabi and me. “A full-body massage? For free?”

Both Gabi and I were still hesitant.

Jordi tapped on the bed sheet before him. “Gabi?”

Gabi got up from her chair, took a step towards him but then stopped, mumbling, “Umm, don’t know, it’s just. . . .”

Jordi cocked his head to one side. “Come on, Gabs! You want it!” He tapped on the bed sheet again. “Go on! Lie on your stomach!”

She looked at me.

I shrugged. “Why not? You like massage. Go for it!”

Hesitantly, she walked onto the bed in front of Jordi, kneeled and was about to lie face down when he put his hand on her chest, saying, “Remove your towel, Gabi!” His eyes met hers, and seeing her hesitation, he clarified, smiling, “I have to be able to work on your muscles.”

Gabi was still unsure, holding her gaze on him.

He turned to Bonck. “Dim the lights, Bonck! Gabi will be more comfortable removing her towel if it’s a little darker.”

Bonck agreed, “Good idea! We’re going to bed afterwards anyway.” He yawned, then added, “Let me load the stove for the night.”

“Isn’t it too hot?” I asked him.

He replied, “It is, but it will turn cold in a couple of hours if we let the fire die out.” He went to the stove, opened the door, added four or five logs, and then shut the door. Then he dimmed the lights using a switch on the wall, ensuring the room was lit just enough to create a cosy and intimate ambience, complemented by the warm glow coming through the stove’s glass door.

Watching the fire for a few seconds, he murmured, “It is hot! But I’d rather go to bed naked than wake up shivering in the middle of the night!” Without any hesitation, he removed his towel, baring his arse and semi-erect cock, and threw the towel onto the nearby chair.

He returned to the bed and lay down on his side, facing Gabi and Jordi, who were on the opposite side. He deliberately left enough space between himself and Gabi for another person, presumably me, to lie down.

“Hmm, Gabs.” Jordi cleared his throat, and Gabi looked at him. He continued, “I hope you are OK with me getting rid of this.” Without waiting for her response, he unwrapped his towel, revealing a semi-erect cock like Bonck’s, and put the towel away. Then he hooked his fingers under the top edge of Gabi’s towel at her chest.

Gabi placed her hands on his.

“Let me!” he said softly and tugged on the towel.

Hesitantly, she let go of his hands, and he unrolled the towel, baring her body.

He couldn’t help but stare at her breasts.

She caught his gaze but didn’t say anything, just smiled.

Jordi smiled, too. “You have perfect breasts. The best I’ve ever seen.”

“Thank you!” she whispered, blushing slightly.

“May I?” Bonck said from behind her.

She looked at him over her shoulder.

“May I see them?” he asked.

“You’ve already seen them, Bonck,” she replied.

He shrugged, smiling innocently. “Still?”

Gabi shook her head and, smiling, turned around so that he could see her chest.

“I agree with Jordi!” Bonck nodded. “They have perfect shape! Firm and round! Perfectly sized and shaped nipples, too. I love your breasts!”

“Thank you,” Gabi chirped, and, looking at her chest, she ran her hand over her breasts, brushing her nipples. “I like them, too.”

Jordi put her towel away and placed his hand on her back, nudging her to lie face down.

She turned so that her side was facing him and lay on her stomach. She rested her head on the pillow and, glancing over her shoulder at me, tapped on the bed sheet where Bonck had left space for me. “Teddy, lie next to me!”

I removed my towel, revealing my already erect cock. No one made a comment that I had an erection, but I felt obliged to provide an explanation, albeit a ridiculous one, and said, “Sometimes I have an evening erection rather than a morning one.”

Bonck chuckled. “It’s completely understandable when you’re around a pretty and sexy wife like Gabi. If I were lucky like you, I’d have had morning, lunch, evening, all-the-time erection!” He nodded at his now erect cock.

Gabi glanced at Bonck’s cock and giggled. “Thank you, Bonck!” Then she turned back to me. “Teddy, are you coming?”

I went and lay down on my side, facing her. Thus, Bonck was on the one side of the bed, and then it was me; next to me was Gabi and on her other side was Jordi, kneeling and waiting.

Now, Jordi placed his hands on Gabi’s shoulders. “I don’t have massage oil, so I’ll go with slow light touches.”

“OK,” Gabi murmured, reaching out her hand to mine, and then we held hands.

Jordi started the massage. He alternated kneading and long, sweeping strokes as he massaged her shoulders, upper back, and neck.

“How is it, hon?” I whispered.

“It’s wonderful,” she whispered back.

We held hands, smiling at each other, as Jordi continued to apply the various massage techniques on her neck, shoulders and upper back, gradually shifting focus to her lower back until he whispered, “I need to move behind you to better access your lower back muscles, Gabi. Do you mind spreading your legs apart a bit?”

Without saying anything, Gabi spread her legs apart as requested, and Jordi crawled between them. He resumed massaging her back with long, gentle strokes, starting from her lower back all the way to her shoulder blades.

“You like it?” I asked quietly.

She nodded. “Oh, yeah!” Then she leaned closer towards me and whispered, “I love you!”

“I love you, too!” I replied, leaning in for a kiss.

She smiled, and we kissed.

After the kiss, we shared a smile, and then I glanced at Jordi. He had knelt between Gabi’s thighs; his cock, fully erect, was hovering over her bum, inches away from it. And not only hovering but occasionally touching her butt cheeks when he leaned forward to move his hands up her back. Watching his balls and cock brush against my wife’s soft skin caused my own cock to stiffen further to the point of throbbing.

I felt someone’s hand on my shoulder and turned my head to look at the intruder. It was Bonck.

“What?” I asked him rather abruptly, not too happy with his intrusion.

He smiled. “Can you lie on your stomach or your back?”

“What? Why?”

“You’re standing in my way. I want to watch.”

“Watch what?”

“How Jordi’s massaging. He teaches me massage techniques.”

I glanced at Jordi.

He nodded. “It’s true! I’ve been teaching him.”

I looked at Gabi. She smiled, shrugging her shoulders. I let go of her hand and rolled onto my stomach. And, of course, I saw Bonck’s massive, fully erect cock inches away from me. I turned my head swiftly to look at Gabi. She found my hand again and squeezed it. We moved closer to each other and kissed. As we kissed, I saw out of the corner of my eye how Jordi crawled further up between her thighs. Now he pressed his erect cock against her butt cheek as he leaned over her, focusing on massaging her shoulders again.

It was incredibly erotic to be kissing my wife and watching another man’s hands squeeze, roll and lift her soft tissues inches away from my face while, at the same time, being aware that his cock, comfortingly pressing against her butt, was even closer to her pussy.

Gabi and I kissed for a long time, and when we finally broke the kiss to catch our breath, Jordi said, “I’m gonna lift your bum, Gabi, so that I can work on your glutes.”

Gabi raised her head and looked at him over her shoulder.

He smiled. “You OK with that?”

She whispered, “OK,” and rested her head on the pillow, her cheek against it, looking at me.

I smiled encouragingly.

Jordi grabbed one of the free pillows and crawled backwards. Carefully sliding his arm under her hips, he gently lifted the lower part of her body. She giggled as he skillfully manoeuvred the pillow into place beneath her, then gently lowered her back down onto it.

“Here we go,” he said, and she trembled upon feeling his hands squeeze her butt cheeks.

“How is it?” I asked her.

“Embarrassing. A little,” she replied, blushing.

“But it feels good, doesn’t it?” Jordi interjected as he began kneading her bum.

“Yes,” she said, then leaned to me, and we kissed again.

We closed our eyes, kissing in bliss.

And then suddenly, Gabi broke the kiss. I opened my eyes. She was staring at me. Her eyes had gone wide. I glanced at Jordi and understood the reason for her reaction. He had spread her butt cheeks apart and exposed her pussy, looking at her vulva.

He noticed I was watching him and, looking up at me, said, “She’s so, so wet!”

“I know,” I responded, then turned my attention back to Gabi. “Still feeling good?”

No words came from her.

I raised my eyebrows, prompting a response, and only then she whispered, “Yes.”

And that was when Jordi brought his game up to the next level by saying, “I can make it feel even better.”

Gabi and I remained silent, staring at each other.

Jordi took our silence as encouragement and lay on top of her, propping himself up on one hand and placing his other hand on her hip. She trembled, squeezing my hand.

“What about that irrational decision?” I whispered.

“I don’t know,” she whispered back.

“Perhaps, Gabs. . . .” I swallowed nervously. “Perhaps you’ve already taken it but don’t know yet.”

Gabi held her gaze on me for a moment, then whispered, “I think you’re right!”

She leaned to me, and we kissed again.

Suddenly, she gasped into my mouth, and we broke the kiss.

“What is it?” I asked her quietly.

She whispered, “Honey, he’s trying to—” She gasped again, then murmured, shaking her head, “I can’t. I shouldn’t let him.”

I raised my head and looked at Jordi. With one hand on the bed for support, he was guiding his cock between Gabi’s legs with the other hand, about to penetrate her pussy from behind. She was trying to squeeze her legs together, but of course, she couldn’t because Jordi’s body was in the way.

“He will. . . ,” she began saying, but her words were cut short by her moan, “Ugh,” as she squeezed my hand tight.

Having located the entrance to her vagina, Jordi was pushing his pelvis forward, his cock head parting her pussy lips.

Gabi muttered, “He’s pushing. . . .” She paused, her breathing speeding up.

“Let him do it, honey,” I whispered.  

She gripped my hand real tight.

“You want him, honey!” I whispered again. “Don’t resist him!”

Jordi let go of his cock and thrust in. Gabi moaned, “Ugh!”

“Let him fuck you,” I said and leaned to her for a kiss.

Instead of kissing me, she gasped, “Ahh!” and buried her face in the pillow as Jordi pushed his pelvis up again. A second later, she turned her head to the side to look at me and whispered, “I can’t! I’m your wife! Wives don’t do such things!”

“Don’t deny yourself pleasure because of stupid dogmas, Gabi,” Jordi interjected, having listened to Gabi’s and my exchange. “You want me so much. Let me in.”

Gabi whimpered, “I can’t!”

“Don’t fight your cravings, Gabs. Relax,” he encouraged her, feeling her body tense up. He rubbed her bum with his free hand, saying softly, “Let’s have fun, Gabi,” then slightly pushed his pelvis forward.

“Ugh,” Gabi moaned. “He’s gonna fuck me, Teddy!”

I nodded. “Yes, he will.”

“He’s pushing his cock into me,” she uttered, her voice trembling.

“Don’t panic, honey. Just let him in.”

“He’s already fucking me.”

“I know, and that’s fine. That’s what we want, isn’t it? That’s what both you and I want.”

Gabi’s whole body jerked with the next powerful thrust Jordi made into her pussy.

“Ugh!” She whimpered, “He’s big!”

“I’m not that big, Gabi,” Jordi corrected her. “It’s just that you’re fighting it. You want it, yet you’re fighting it. Just relax and let me do the work for you!”

Gabi puffed air out of her cheeks. “He’s fucking big, Teddy!”

“I know.” I nodded. “But you can take it in. Just let him in.”

Jordi thrust in again, and Gabi moaned, “Urgh! Fuck!”

“You’re tightening your pussy, Gabs,” Jordi said softly. “You want me, don’t you?”

Gabi whimpered, “Yes, I want you!”

“Then relax your pussy,” Jordi whispered, gently rubbing her bum again. “Let me in if you want me.”

Gabi whimpered again, “I want you, but I can’t.”

“Of course you can, Gabs. Let’s go on this journey together, shall we? Slowly and gently!” Jordi talked to her tenderly, his words flowing gently and smoothly. “Gabi, you and I—we’re drawn to each other. Why resist what feels natural? You want me, and I want you. Let’s do what we want to do. Forget the ‘should’-s and ‘shouldn’t’-s for a moment. Just live here, now, in this moment. Feel how right it is, how good it feels. Let your body lead you. Let the tension go away. Imagine it’s part of the massage. Let the worries go away, and enjoy the here and now. Let go and enjoy, Gabs!”

“OK,” Gabi murmured. “I’ll try.”

Jordi stayed still for a few seconds, then slowly and gently pushed his pelvis forward. Feeling his cock now sliding smoothly into Gabi’s pussy, he smiled—he was finally entering the woman he had pursued since the moment he met her. “There we go, there we go!” he murmured, then leaned forward and rubbed her shoulder, adding, “I’m in! It’s done now, Gabs! Relax and let the good times roll!” He made a powerful thrust.

Gabi moaned, “Ugh!”

“I’m all the way in!” he announced triumphantly and once again rubbed her shoulder. “Let’s have fun, shall we?” He propped himself up on two hands and started to thrust with slow, shallow strokes giving Gabi’s pussy time to adjust to the size of his cock.

Gabi leaned to me and pressed her mouth against mine. Our lips intertwined; our tongues touched.

My cock was twitching like mad, eager to cum, threatening premature ejaculation. I didn’t care. I couldn’t! There was only one thought on my mind: Finally, it happened! My wife is being fucked by another man! I opened my mouth wider and pressed my tongue harder. Gabi reciprocated. We were kissing feverishly, our breaths mingling in the heated space between us.

I felt someone cup my butt cheek. It had to be Bonck because I heard him say, “How does it feel to be a cuckold, Teddy?”

I didn’t bother answering his question. I was too busy kissing Gabi, taking in the warmth of her breath and the softness of her lips and tongue, watching out of the corner of my eye how her new lover was thrusting in and out of her, gradually increasing the depth and speed of his thrusts.

Gabi and I kept kissing, our mouths pressed tightly against each other, interrupting the kiss only for a fraction of a second to catch a brief breath and resume the dance of our tongues with renewed passion.

A couple of minutes had passed, and Jordi was now fucking Gabi at full speed. It reached a point where her body was shaking too much under the power of his thrusts, and finally, she broke the kiss. She let go of my hand and turned her head to face forward, her arms encircling the pillow and her chin resting on it. Looking ahead, she started to moan, “Oh-Oh-Oh!” in rhythm with the thrusts Jordi was giving her pussy.

I can’t just lie down. I have to watch, I said to myself, and sat up, saying to Jordi, “I want to watch!”

He grunted. “Ugh, this pussy! I love it!” Then he added, turning his attention to me, “OK, Teddy! Lie behind me between my legs!” He stopped thrusting for a second, propped himself further up, making sure his cock did not slip out of Gabi’s pussy, and spread his legs apart, pushing her thighs wider. After that, he resumed thrusting, having made space for me to watch.

I crawled behind him and sprawled myself facedown, between his legs, looking straight at his cock as it moved in and out of Gabi’s pussy. The sight of my wife’s vaginal opening stretched and wrapped tightly around this other man’s thick shaft was the most amazing sight I had ever seen.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” Gabi moaned as Jordi thrust faster and faster into her pussy.

Another two or three minutes passed, and Gabi suddenly cried, “Oh, my God!” pushing herself up on her elbows, raising her head up and gripping the bed sheet in her fists.

“Oh, yeah!” Jordi grunted. “You like it?”

“Oh, my God! Jordi!” she cried again and shuddered in orgasm.

Gabi’s orgasmic cry was the signal for Jordi to start cumming. He pushed his cock all the way up into her pussy, and, grunting loudly, shut his eyes. His butt and thigh muscles tensed as his cock did its job of shooting sperm deep into Gabi’s vagina.

After about thirty seconds or so, Jordi finished ejaculating, but Gabi was still shaking in orgasmic pleasure, and he resumed thrusting, although with slower strokes. After another thirty seconds, Gabi’s orgasm finally passed, and she collapsed on the bed facedown, burying her face in her pillow.

Jordi pulled his still erect cock out of her pussy and gently rubbed her butt, signalling he was done. Then he rolled over onto his back next to her, on the side of the bed reserved for him, and placed his hands under his head, a smile of satisfaction playing on his lips. His member proudly stuck out, glistening in Gabi’s pussy juices and his cum.

Gabi continued lying face down.

I crawled back to her side, opposite Jordi, and lay down on my side, facing her. I stroked her shoulder, whispering, “Gabs, would you let me fuck you now?”

She raised her head and looked at me.

“Would you let me?” I asked again, smiling.

“What have I done, Teddy?” was her reply.

My smile gave way to a frown. Gabi is feeling remorseful!

Suddenly, fucking her moved down my priority list. I became worried she could start feeling guilty and regretful, a spiral of self-flagellation I feared the most.

I have to calm her down! Before her remorse sets off a spiral of guilt, I know all too well!

I rubbed her shoulder again and, smiling softly, said, “Gabs, you did what we both wanted you to do.”

“He fucked me!” she whimpered.

“Yes, he did.”

“I fell for him and let him fuck me!”

“Gabs, it doesn’t matter. I still love you!”

“He emptied himself inside me, Teddy!”

“The game’s over in less than 48 hours. We have time. We’ll buy you the pill.”

Gabi turned onto her side, facing me, and stretched her arm to me. She wanted me to hug her.

I wrapped my arm around her shoulder, and she cuddled up to me, burying her face into my chest.

Jordi turned onto his side, facing her back, and caressed her hair, whispering, “Gabi, we had fun. That was all it was.”

“I let you fuck me,” she whimpered into my chest.

“Didn’t you like it?” he asked.

“I shouldn’t have.”

“You shouldn’t have?”

“No. I shouldn’t! I shouldn’t have fallen for you. I shouldn’t have let you fuck me. I shouldn’t have liked it. Everything was one big mistake!”

“It wasn’t,” Jordi said, caressing her hair again, then turned to me. “Teddy, tell her it wasn’t a mistake.”

I kissed her cheek, whispering, “It wasn’t a mistake, Gabi. You wanted it, I wanted it, Jordi wanted it. Everyone wanted it. How’s that a mistake?”

“He fucked me!” she whimpered.

“Yes, he did! So?”

“I’m his!”

“Nonsense!”

“It’s not nonsense, Teddy! He was inside me! He fucked me! I’m not yours anymore!”

“OK, you are not mine anymore,” I said calmly. “Let me reclaim you then, and you’ll be mine again.”

Gabi raised her head and looked at me.

I smiled. “That’s right! Let me have you. It’s called reclaiming.”

Jordi chimed in my support, “That’s true, Gabs! If you let your husband fuck you now, he’ll reclaim you, and you’ll become his again. That’s what the hotwife lifestyle is about.”

Gabi held her gaze on me for a few moments, then slowly raised her leg and rested it on my hip, whispering, “Can you fuck me this way?”

I had always found penetrating her sideways hard. My cock is of average size, and while it is possible to enter her, the movements are restricted. However, there was no way of showing a lack of confidence in the circumstances, so I replied confidently, “Of course I can!”

Gabi reached her hand down to my cock, found it, took it and guided it to her pussy. My cock head touched her labia. Her pussy lips were wet. And not only wet but puffed up. My observation doubled my excitement, and my cock twitched in her hand. Gabi located her clit and rubbed the tip of my penis against it. Her clit, too, was puffed up and lubricated with pussy juices. My member twitched again. She ran my cock head down the length of her slit, spreading her pussy lips apart until reaching her vaginal opening. The moment I felt her wet, loose pussy hole, I pushed my pelvis forward, and she released my cock, letting it slide into her pussy.

The familiar feeling of wetness and warmth engulfed my manhood. Her pussy walls felt familiar, yet different. Her vagina was much looser than usual, but it wasn’t that. There was something else. I thrust in, and I knew what it was. The wetness was different. Her vagina was slushy-wet. Jordi’s cum made her pussy feel extra lubricated, extra oiled up.

Ahh! The sloppy seconds! I thought. Don’t they feel great?

Gabi wrapped her arm around me and leaned in for a kiss. We locked lips.

I started to thrust fast. I had to hurry because I felt the familiar tingling sensation in my balls move up my cock—a clear sign that I was not going to last long.

I pushed my tongue deeper into Gabi’s mouth, but she gasped, breaking the kiss.

A second later, she moaned, “Ugh!”

I couldn’t hold it any longer and started to ejaculate. I had lasted about a minute, and that was good enough, considering the circumstances. I switched to thrusting deeper, enjoying the sensations in my cock.

Gabi closed her eyes and shook in a mini orgasm, moaning quietly, “Yes, Teddy, yes!”

I finished cumming within my usual timeframe of ten to fifteen seconds, but it was a prolific ejaculation, deep and powerful. I was certain I had unloaded the largest amount of cum in my life.

I pulled my cock out of Gabi’s pussy, and she opened her eyes.

I smiled at her. “You’re mine again!”

She smiled back faintly, removed her leg from my hip and cuddled up to me, burying her face in my chest.

My gaze fell on Jordi, who had been watching Gabi and I fuck. Now, he mouthed, “Well done!”

I heard Bonck groan and looked at him over my shoulder. He was on his knees, looking at Gabi and me and stroking his cock. He looked sad, almost despondent.

Catching my gaze, he sighed. “I can’t even cum now!”

“What’re you talking about?” I asked.

“I’ve got a hard-on for your wife, can’t you see? But I can’t cum! Nathan has turned me gay!”

“Oh, stop with that nonsense! You’re not gay!”

Bonck let go of his cock and flopped onto his back in frustration. “I am gay! No need to sugarcoat it for me: I’m a hundred per cent gay!” He sobbed, “No one can help me, no one!”

Jordi, watching his friend, shook his head and said, “You’re overdoing it, mate!”

Bonck didn’t look at Jordi nor say anything. He just stared at the ceiling.

I don’t have time for Bonck and his issues, I thought and turned to look at Gabi. I have a wife to take care of! I smiled to myself. I like feeling her warm breath on my chest, the softness of her body against mine! Especially now, after she’s been fucked by another man, and I’ve reclaimed her! This is beautiful!

I wrapped my arm around Gabi’s shoulder and whispered, “Good night, honey!”

“Good night, Teddy!” she whispered back and hugged me tighter, her arm around me.

Jordi kissed her between her shoulder blades. “Good night, Gabs!”

She trembled but remained silent.

He wrapped his arm around her from behind, placing his hand on her stomach.

She cuddled closer to me, pressing her breasts against my chest, her thighs against mine. However, Jordi was not to be left behind and moved closer to her, too, pushing his crotch against her butt and his chest against her back. The three of us hugged together, naked, with Gabi sandwiched between Jordi and me.

At that moment, I felt like the happiest man on Earth. My fantasy had come true! My wife had been fucked by another man for the first time in our married life, and that man and I were hugging her in a sign that perhaps more was to come!

***


Epilogue: Patience

The sound of the front door opening and closing brought me back to the present moment. I swirled in my chair, calling out, “Gabs?”

Gabi’s voice rang out from the hallway. “Yes, I’m back, Teddy.”

“Is it done?” I asked.

“Yes!”

“Did it hurt?”

“A little.”

I hesitated for a moment but then decided to ask, “Did he come with you?”

“Yes, he did,” she replied promptly.

My cock, already hard, twitched. I squeezed my legs together. “And held your hand?”

“Yes.”

“Like, while you were on the table?”

“Yes.”

My cock was now twitching like mad. I hesitated again, but I had to ask, “And may I know his name?”

“You’ll see it!” Her voice now echoed from the corridor.

“When?”

I sensed a giggle when she said, “Be patient, honey!”

I got up from my chair, my erection poking through my shorts. “I am, but, like—”

“When it’s healed enough, OK?” This time, her giggle came from the foot of the stairs.

“OK, OK, I’ll wait!”

“I’m going upstairs to get changed. Would you put the shepherd’s pie in the oven?”

“Sure!”

“Thank you!” Gabi chirped.

“Gabs!” I called out before she could head upstairs.

“Yes?”

I stepped out from my desk. “Umm. . . did he—did he accept the offer?”

“Yes!” Gabi replied briskly, her voice uplifted, and then I heard her steps up the stairs.

⁂
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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.


Books By This Author

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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