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  Chapter one
Off the Marked Path


The sun was already beating down through the pines, making Blanca sweat as she trudged along the dirt trail. She yanked at her backpack straps, the bottles and snacks inside digging into her back. At 35, Blanca had been dragged on enough of Brian’s weekend hikes to know the drill, even if she hated every minute of it. This group hike was supposed to fix their dead bedroom, or at least get them talking again, but all she could think about was how her tank top was sticking to her tits and her leggings were riding up her ass. Her olive skin was slick with sweat, her long black hair yanked into a ponytail that bounced with every step. The tank top hugged her big tits, and the leggings clung to her hips and thighs, making her look like she was trying to get fucked on the trail, even if she’d just thrown on whatever was clean. 
Brian was a few steps ahead, looking like every boring office guy on vacation—cargo shorts, button-up, glasses, hair cut short like he was afraid of looking interesting. He kept checking his phone, obsessed with the GPS app. "Safety first," he’d said, like he was about to lead a Boy Scout troop. Blanca rolled her eyes. The group was a mess of couples and loners, all following some overexcited guide who wouldn’t shut up about birds and trees.
That’s when Blanca saw Anthony, hanging at the back like he owned the place. He was built like a lumberjack, all muscle and tan skin, with a beard that made him look like he actually did things outside. He’d introduced himself the day before, voice deep enough to make her thighs clench. "Solo hiker," he’d said, grinning like he knew exactly what she was thinking. His eyes had gone straight to her tits, not even pretending to be subtle. She’d blushed, blaming the sun, but she knew it was him.
Now Anthony was suddenly next to her, close enough that she could smell his sweat and whatever cologne he’d bothered with—something rough, like wood and dirt. "Morning, Blanca," he said, voice low, like he was whispering a secret. "You look like you’re having more fun than your husband." He jerked his chin at Brian, who was busy playing with his phone and pretending to care about the view.
Blanca laughed, but it came out shaky. "Brian’s the one who likes taking pictures. I’m just here because he made me." She couldn’t help staring at Anthony’s chest, the way his shirt clung to his muscles, the veins in his arms popping from carrying his pack. He looked like he could break her in half, and she wanted him to try.
"Fresh air’s bullshit," Anthony said, staring at her like he was about to eat her alive. "It’s the hidden spots that matter. Like those leggings—bet they’re hiding the best view out here." He didn’t bother pretending he wasn’t checking her out. Blanca’s breath caught, her pussy already getting wet. Nobody had looked at her like that in years. Brian was nice, but sex with him was a joke—lights off, missionary, over before she could even fake it. Anthony’s stare made her want to drop to her knees right there.
She should have told him to fuck off, but instead she grinned. "You’re pretty cocky. What makes you think I’d let you see anything?"
Anthony laughed, the sound rumbling through her chest. "Just a feeling. You look like you want something dirtier than this trail." As they walked, his hand slid over her lower back, not even pretending it was an accident. His fingers pressed into her, making her nipples harden under her sports bra. She glanced up—Brian was still busy being boring, not noticing a thing.
The trail got tight, everyone forced into a line, but Anthony didn’t back off. He leaned in, his breath hot on her ear. "Shortcut to a waterfall. Only locals know. Way better than following these losers." She could smell mint on his breath. Blanca’s heart hammered. She knew this was stupid, but the way he looked at her made her want to do something reckless. Anything to feel alive again.
"Fine, but only for a minute," she whispered, stepping off the trail. The brush swallowed them up, the air getting hot and sticky. Anthony’s back flexed as he led her deeper, and Blanca’s brain screamed at her to stop, but her pussy was already wet, her breath coming in short gasps.
They broke into a clearing by the waterfall, the roar of water drowning out everything else. Anthony turned, eyes dark, all playfulness gone. "Told you it was worth it." He stepped in close, towering over her, making her tilt her head back. Her heart pounded, lips parting, ready for whatever he was about to do.
"Anthony, we should—" she started, but he shoved her against a tree, the bark scraping her shoulders through her shirt. "Let them go," he muttered, hands pinning her in place. He leaned in, lips at her ear. "I want to bend you over that rock, rip those leggings down, and fuck you so hard you forget your own name."
His words slammed into her, making her pussy throb. Whatever protest she had died in her throat, replaced by a needy gasp. Her cheeks burned, nipples hard, panties soaked. She should have run, but she wanted it—wanted to be wanted. Anthony’s hand slid down, grabbing her hip, thumb hooking into her waistband.
"You’re already wet, aren’t you?" he growled, not even asking. Blanca whimpered and nodded, hating how much she wanted it. He kissed her, rough and hungry, beard scraping her face, tongue forcing its way in. She clawed at his shirt, grinding against him, tasting sweat and mint and wanting more.
They tore at each other’s clothes, not bothering to get naked. Anthony yanked her tank top up, shoved her bra aside, and sucked her nipple hard, teeth scraping her. Blanca arched, moaning, the sound lost in the waterfall. Her hands fumbled at his zipper, freeing his cock—thick, veined, heavy in her palm. She stroked him, loving the way he groaned into her skin.
Anthony shoved his hand into her leggings, finding her panties drenched. He rubbed her clit, slow and rough, watching her squirm. "Say you want it," he ordered. Blanca’s brain screamed about Brian, the group, everything, but her body didn’t care. "Yes," she gasped, "fuck me."
He spun her around, slammed her hands against the tree. The bark dug into her palms. He yanked her leggings and panties down, leaving her ass and pussy bare to the air. Blanca shivered, desperate. Anthony lined up behind her, cock rubbing her slit, already slick. "So fucking tight," he grunted, pushing in slow, stretching her open.
Blanca cried out, the stretch almost too much. He pinned her wrists, fucking her hard, hips slapping her ass. Every thrust made her tits bounce, nipples scraping the tree. The smell of sex and sweat filled the air, drowning out everything but the sound of his grunts, her moans, and the wet slap of skin.
Anthony’s hand found her clit, rubbing hard as he fucked her. "Come," he ordered, breath hot on her neck. Blanca’s whole world shrank to the pressure building inside her. She bit his shoulder, coming hard, legs shaking. Anthony pulled out, jerking himself and shooting all over her ass, groaning like an animal.
They leaned against the tree, panting. Anthony wiped himself off with a leaf, grinning. "Worth it," he said. Blanca pulled her clothes up, hands shaking, guilt and filthy satisfaction fighting in her chest. She’d just let a stranger fuck her like a slut in the woods. And she loved it.
As they headed back to the trail, Blanca’s phone buzzed. Brian: "Where are you? GPS says you’re off trail." Her heart stopped. She checked the app—Brian’s dot was almost on top of hers. He was coming.
Blanca froze, staring at the screen. Anthony looked over, smirk gone. "Your husband’s coming. We better move."
They crashed through the brush, back onto the trail. Blanca’s head spun—how was she supposed to face Brian with Anthony’s cum still sticky on her ass, her body still buzzing from being fucked like a whore? Guilt and excitement tangled inside her. She heard footsteps coming fast up the trail.






  
  Chapter two
Closing Distance


Brian stomped down the trail, boots slamming into the dirt, sending up little clouds of dust with every angry step. The rest of the group had kept climbing toward the ridge, their laughter and shouts fading, but Brian had broken off the second he saw Blanca’s dot on the GPS app veer off the main path. He tried to tell himself it was nothing—maybe she’d stopped to piss or snap a photo. But her dot kept moving, deeper into the brush, away from the trail, in a direction that made no fucking sense. 
His phone buzzed uselessly in his sweaty palm—no signal, but the GPS still showed Blanca’s location, a quarter-mile off the trail, unmoving for minutes now. Anthony’s dot was nowhere; the bastard hadn’t bothered with the app. Brian’s gut twisted, cold and sick, even as sweat soaked his shirt and ran down his back. The sun hammered through the trees, the air thick and wet, pine needles crunching under his boots, the sharp smell of sap and his own nervous stink filling his nose.
He tried to convince himself he was just being a jealous idiot. Blanca wasn’t stupid. She wouldn’t just wander off with some random guy. But he couldn’t shake the memory of Anthony’s shit-eating grin at breakfast, or the way the man’s eyes had glued themselves to Blanca’s ass when she bent over to tie her shoes. The images kept flashing in his head, uninvited, making his heart pound and his cock twitch with a sick, humiliating heat. He adjusted himself as he walked, hating the way his dick throbbed at the thought of Anthony’s hands on his wife.
The path was barely there, just crushed ferns and snapped branches. Brian shoved through, thorns tearing at his sleeves, sweat burning his eyes. He was panting, not just from the climb. His mind spun out ugly pictures: Blanca, lost and scared, calling for him. Or worse—Blanca giggling with Anthony, the big bastard’s hand gripping her waist, pulling her deeper into the woods. That second image made his throat close up and his cock throb, shameful and hard. He muttered a curse, trying to shake the thought, but it stuck to him like sweat-soaked underwear.
He slowed when he heard water—a low rush ahead, the hidden waterfall Anthony had bragged about knowing. Voices carried faintly on the breeze, muffled by foliage. Male, low. Female, softer. Brian’s pulse spiked. He crept forward, moving off the faint path into thicker brush, careful now to avoid snapping twigs. The air grew cooler near the water, mist cooling his flushed skin even as his body burned.
Through a gap in the leaves, he saw them.
Blanca was pinned against a thick pine, her back to him, ponytail a mess, hair plastered to her sweaty neck. Her leggings were yanked down to her thighs, her ass bare and gleaming, olive skin on full display. Anthony was behind her, shorts shoved down, slamming his hips into her in a brutal, relentless rhythm. One of his huge hands had both her wrists trapped above her head, the other digging into her hip so hard it left white marks. Her tank top was bunched up, sports bra shoved aside, her tits bouncing wildly with every savage thrust.
Brian crouched behind a fern, paralyzed. He couldn’t breathe, couldn’t move. His wife—his Blanca—was getting fucked like a bitch in heat by a man they’d just met yesterday. The filthy sounds of it filled the clearing: skin smacking skin, her muffled whimpers, his deep, animal grunts. Anthony’s beard scraped along her neck as he snarled something Brian couldn’t hear, and Blanca’s head lolled back, mouth open in a silent, desperate cry.
Brian’s hand went straight to his crotch, pressing against the bulge in his shorts where his cock throbbed, hard and aching. Shame washed over him, hot and filthy, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away. Blanca’s body arched, her thighs shaking—he knew that look, knew she was about to cum. Anthony shifted, driving in deeper, and Blanca let out a moan that was pure, raw need. Brian squeezed himself through his shorts, stroking, hating how fucking good it felt to watch his wife get used.
It ended too fast. Anthony slammed into her one last time, then yanked out—Brian watched, transfixed, as a thick rope
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