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Primal Therapy was big in the 70’s.  Kids today have probably never heard of this hippie stuff, but John Lennon really popularized it back in the day.  The thinking was that we all had childhood trauma we needed to let out before we could grow into sane and stable human beings.

For some reason, my wife decided this therapy was something I could use.  I told her I wasn’t traumatized, but she said I could be so “difficult” at times... whatever that means.  She said a friend from work had sent her husband off on this scream retreat in the woods.  It was all men there.  They camped under the stars and caught their own food, cooked on open flames.  A lot of chest-beating and letting loose, my wife told me.  “And more.”  I didn’t fully comprehend the weight of those two little words until I was out in the forest with a group of guys.

They were amiable enough.  I figured the group would be full of neurotic nerds, but they were mostly guys like me.  Our wives had probably all conspired to get us out of the house for the weekend.  One guy joked that they were at home in a naked writhing mass, enjoying a lesbian sex party.

My cock pulsed in my pants when I pictured my wife with her face between a smooth set of thighs.  I’d be mad as hell if she fucked another man, but it wouldn’t bother me in the least if she wanted a taste of pussy.  Especially if she let me watch.

While we built lean-tos out of fallen branches and fresh fern, I told the other guys what I was thinking.  Hey, this was a therapy weekend after all.  They all agreed that they’d gladly share their wives with willing women.

Maury, the leader of the group, asked about the flip-side: would our wives be upset if we sucked cock or fucked another man’s ass?  The question turned me numb.  I had trouble even processing it.

All the guys started saying, “What?  I would never do that!  I’m no queer.”  I guess I joined in.  I said that stuff too, even though... well, I wasn’t as sure as they seemed to be.

Maury insisted it was a hypothetical question: what would our wives think?  Would they be upset if we queered out on them?  Would they think it was hot?  Would they want to watch, or take a “boys will be boys” attitude and just ignore it?

That actually got us talking more in-depth, speculating on what our wives imagined we were like on the inside.  Sometimes Josie acted like I had no feelings just because I didn’t share every emotion with her or cry during corny movies.  She probably thought sex was the only thing that was ever on my mind.

All the guys seemed to agree with that.  Some said sex was the most important thing in the world, and they wished their wives would let loose a bit more.  Two of the guys said they’d lost interest in sex completely.  They just couldn’t be bothered anymore.  Others confessed to paying prostitutes for the pleasure—and not just female prostitutes.

The group went quiet, then, until one of the sexless guys asked what it was like.  The guy who answered was big and burly like a football star.  He said you could be rough with other men.  It wasn’t about love or romance or anything like that.  Pure physical lust—pure satisfaction.  When he took another man’s ass, he was in complete control.  He could go crazy, no holding back.  He’d arch the guy over or bend him against a tree, take hold of his hips, and just fuck the life out of him.  That was manly sex.

After that, we went hunting.  Not with guns, though.  Maury told us to run around the forest like animals.  We should howl, we should stalk our prey, and anything we could catch with our bare hands or decommission with a big stick or a rock, we could eat.  If we caught nothing, we’d eat nothing.

Some of the guys went out in a pack, but I was a lone wolf.  I chased hares through the forest like an idiot.  It felt good to run and dive at my prey.  It felt good to howl as a warning and then scream in frustration.  I’d never realized how much pent-up frustration I had until I started letting it out.

By the time I got back to camp, all the other guys were busy prepping their meat for stew. Maury had brought some carrots, potatoes and onions to throw in, and dinner was prepared in a big metal pot over the fire.  Thank god they shared with me, because I was starving.

After dinner, we sat around the fire in a stupor, staring into the flames.  I got nervous because I was sure Maury was going to start the “therapy” then.  Everything we’d done so far had been really neat, and I didn’t want to ruin it with guys crying about how their mothers never loved them enough.

Luckily, that’s not what happened.  Maury turned his face to the moon and howled.  So did I.  We all did.  It felt amazing, like singing in a choir.  A chorus of men.  We howled and screamed and barked so much I got light-headed.  I felt mesmerized and impressionable, like my body and mind were different entities.

Something happened, then.  I still can’t say how it started.  All I know is that Trevor stood up first—that’s the guy who’d talked about paying guys to fuck.  He tore out of his jeans and plaid shirt, standing naked so the fire painted his flesh orange.  Like Tarzan, he beat his chest and roared.  It was scary and exciting and it made my dick hard as wood.

Trevor was a big guy in every sense.  His shoulders were huge and so were his arms.  His stomach was jagged with muscles.  He looked like some kind of bodybuilder.  And then there was his dick.  It hung between his slightly parted thighs like a thick sausage in a butcher shop window.

Even though I’d just eaten dinner, my mouth watered for meat.  But Trevor had his eyes on another prize: Arthur, the lankiest of those few men who’d lost all interest in sex.

To be honest, I can’t remember if words were spoken.  It all happened in a haze.  Arthur stripped bare.  He was a skinny-ass guy with a moustache—we all had moustaches in those days—but the orange glaze painted across his skin by the flames made him look a lot less pasty than he otherwise would.

His dick wasn’t hard.  Arthur fell to his knees, facing away from me, but I couldn’t help straining to stare at the thing hanging between his legs, set on a cushion of hairy balls.  I wondered if the guy would get off.  I wondered if he’d be turned on by another man.

Trevor ran his hand through Arthur’s white-guy ‘fro, latching onto waves of auburn hair.  The guy’s head snapped back a touch and I wondered if it hurt.  Arthur didn’t seem to mind.  Everyone was watching and he didn’t say a word.
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