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Part One

The Green Mountains

 


“One must be poor to know the
luxury of giving.”

Middlemarch by George Eliot

 


“Look at them. They’re cute.”
Chloe pointed across the small restaurant at the couple in a booth.
They were holding hands across the table and laughing. “They’re in
love,” he added.

Sam watched the two for a minute and then
nodded. “Puppy love.”

“It’s still love.”

“It won’t last.”

“Isn’t that a good thing? For you
and me, I mean.”

Sam looked up from his plate.
“Because...?”

“Because of what they’re going to
do.”

“Aren’t you worried about them?”
He asked.

She shook her head. “No. Why?”

“They used to date in high
school,” he reminded her. “And you’re the one who said they’re in
love.”

Her smile wasn’t quite condescending, but
almost. “You haven’t done this before, have you?”

His smirk back said almost everything. “You
already know I haven’t.”

Seeing that she was starting to upset him,
Chloe backed off.” Just relax,” she told him. “Nothing terrible is
going to happen.”

He wanted to snap at her that she wasn’t about
to have her spouse cheat on her, but that wasn’t the case. “Sorry,”
he apologized.

“You’re awfully jumpy for a guy
out on a date with a sure thing.” Her smile was conspiratorial and
she pressed her foot against the inside of his knee under the
table. It was quaint and subtle.

He stared blankly at her for a moment.
“Really?”

Chloe laughed. “Of course! Do you really think
I’d let my husband fuck another woman if I wasn’t going to get
something out of this too?”

Sam nodded. “That doesn’t seem...normal. it
seems fair, but not normal.”

“When I hit thirty, I decided that
I liked sex too much to limit myself to one man the rest of my
life. I told Trent what I needed and off we went.” Her eyes went
dreamy. “It’s worked for us I have to say.”

“So is it true that women hit a
sexual peak at thirty?”

“More like a sexual plateau for
me. I need sex now more than ever. What about you?”

“Umm...I think I’m the same since
high school.”

She raised her eyebrows to the edge of her red
hair. Sam hadn’t yet decided if she dyed it or not.
“Really?”

“Yeah, five or six times a week is
good for me,” he laughed.

“Sounds good to me,” she agreed.
“But no changes? You’re not bored with Ginny or wanting to try
something new?”

“This is new,” he
offered.

“I’m going to show you some new
things tonight,” she promised.

“I hope so,” he said playing
along.

“They’ve left,” Chloe pointed out.
Sam’s eyes snapped back to the booth where their spouses had been.
It was empty and he started to get up to follow them. Chloe grabbed
his hand and anchored him to their small table. “Give them a few
minutes,” she stage whispered to him. It wasn’t necessary. The
restaurant was busy enough to hide their conversation from the wait
staff and other diners. Besides, their conversation had been
largely innocuous. “I want to sneak in and watch them fucking,” she
said at a much lower volume.

“You do?” He was
surprised.

“Yeah. Don’t you like watching
other people have sex?”

“I’ve never seen it in person,” he
admitted.

She asked, “Just in porn?”

“Yeah.”

“In person is better.”

They finished their meal. It felt odd to Sam
to be out on a date with a woman who wasn’t his wife. But then
again it was odd for his wife to be out on a date with another man
who was married. When the bill was paid they walked back to their
rented cabin together. Chloe grabbed his hand and to the common
viewer it must have looked like they were just another married
couple taking the weekend in Vermont to see the foliage. Their
cabin was within walking distance of the small town’s center. It
wasn’t unusual for two couples to rent the large log cabins
together. And it was damn near impossible to tell who was married
to whom.

“Be quiet when we go in,” she told
him. “I want to peek in on them.”

“How do you know they’ll be, uh,
having sex?” Sam asked.

“My husband and your wife left
alone for five minutes? I’ll be surprised if they made it past the
living room.”

The front door swung open silently with their
key. Stealth wasn’t exactly necessary. Ginny’s moans of pleasure
filled the air accompanied with satisfied grunts from Trent. Chloe
giggled.

“They’re noisy.” She slipped off
her shoes and led the way. There were two bedrooms in the back of
the cabin. One door was wide open, the other partially shut.
Showing ninja-like stealth Chloe snuck up to the doors, checked
which bedroom was being used, and carefully peered around the
corner. Sam joined her a moment later.

He saw his wife astride Trent. That didn’t
surprise him; he expected that. What surprised him was the
stiffening of his cock as he watched.

Ginny wasn’t fat or even overweight, she was
just a woman who was slightly shorter than average and tended to
carry any extra weight in her ass. Sam didn’t mind that; Sam loved
that in his wife along with her big tits. He couldn’t see them now.
Right now all he could see was her ass going up and down on Trent’s
cock. He couldn’t really see the other man’s dick, but he could see
his impressively-sized ball sack that was completely devoid of
hair. Sam felt a twinge of jealousy. Was it because of the other
man’s big balls or the foreign cock inside his wife?

“I want to grab his balls and lick
them,” Chloe whispered to him as she reached back and cupped him
between the legs. She took a step back and pressed her body against
his. “Let’s go.”

They slipped away to the other bedroom. If the
other couple had any inkling of their presence no indication was
given. Trent and Ginny continued to grind and moan in
peace.

Chloe surprised him by whirling around,
pressing her body against his, pulling his head down and kissing
him. Her lips were softer and hotter than his wife’s. It was odd
and different to be kissing someone else so intimately after so
many years with Ginny. It wasn’t bad; it was just
different.

His body responded automatically. It was just
then he realized how easy it was for other men to cheat. A
different warm body and a willing participant was all that was
needed. His cock was hard and it was so easy to picture himself
fucking her in a few minutes.

His hands went around her body and felt her
back. He didn’t detect a bra strap and let his hands slide down her
back to her ass. Like any woman’s it was soft and round. Best of
all she didn’t complain as he groped her.

Chloe’s hands were around his waist. She was
the one to break the kiss. “What are you waiting for?”

Sam looked at her blankly. “What do you want
me to do?”

She tilted her head to the side and gave him a
look of annoyed frustration. “I want you to take off my clothes and
fuck me.

“Oh. Right.” Sam took his hands
from her ass, then put them back in place, and then started pulling
up her dress. It wasn’t anything fancy, just a typical black dress,
short sleeves, knee length, casual enough and not too dressy for a
weekend in Vermont. Next to her Sam felt underdressed in his jeans
and polo shirt. Two seconds later it didn’t matter. Her dress was
off, pulled up over her head and tossed to the floor. Chloe, as Sam
had guessed, was braless. Her tits were smaller than Ginny’s. Ginny
had pale brown nipples; Chloe had tiny pink nipples that topped her
breasts. They weren’t perfect, but they were nice. Nice than Sam
deserved he told himself.

“My eyes are up here,” she told
him. He realized he was staring at her breasts. Ignoring her words
Sam went down to his knees and kissed her breast, then took her
nipple into his mouth.

“Uhh,” she moaned as he lightly
bit her tender flesh. Sam slipped his hands down from her back to
her sides to over her hips. Throwing away all caution he moved his
hands back to her ass and cupped her cheeks. By now he shouldn’t
have been surprised. She was wearing a tiny G-string that barely
covered her pussy; the tiny string disappeared between her
buttocks. Sam didn’t let himself get distracted by that. He hooked
his fingers into her panties and pulled them all the way
down.

Chloe elegantly stepped out of the tiny
panties and smiled down at him. Sam’s eyes had moved from her tits
to her pussy. It was impossible to tell if she was a natural
redhead. Her pussy was completely shaved. That didn’t matter to Sam
either. He pushed his face into her pussy, inhaled her scent, and
pushed his tongue along the length of her slit.

“Ohh,” Chloe changed the tone of
her vocalization. “The bed.” She stepped back and fell to the
mattress, spreading her legs wide open allowing him access to her
cunt. Sam knew just what to do and wrapped his arms around her
thighs, keeping her open as he delved his tongue deeply into her
pussy. “Yes,” she moaned.

Her pussy was musky and sweet at the same
time. Every woman was different and Chloe had a more prominent
inner labia than Ginny, but Ginny’s clit was larger and easier to
find. But that didn’t matter at the moment because Chloe was fully
aroused and pulled Sam’s face to her cunt holding it exactly in
place where she needed it. His tongue went to work on her tiny clit
and they were both rewarded a minute later. Her orgasm was
announced by a series of short gasps and she abruptly sat up making
Sam lose contact with her pussy.

“Oh shit,” she said. “You made me
so wet.” There was a small spot of moisture on the bedspread. They
both ignored it. “Get your clothes off,” she ordered. “You need to
fuck me.”

Sam didn’t need to be told twice. He was no
longer thinking about his wife in the room next door getting fucked
by a man he barely knew who was her high school boyfriend. All the
higher functions of his brain had stopped. Sam stood up and pulled
off his clothes without looking away from Chloe’s open and wet
pussy. She posed for him, waiting.

The moment his clothes were off he was on top
of her. His cock was already erect. There was no need for her to
stimulate him. Chloe pushed herself further back on the bed and he
climbed on top of her. As he positioned himself she grasped his
cock and started guiding it into her pussy.

“Wait,” Sam said. It was the
stupidest thing he had ever said in his life. “I should get a
condom.”

Chloe shook her head. “No. I won’t get
pregnant.”

He looked at her, not understanding. “You
won’t?”

“No. I’ve had my tubes
tied.”

“Oh.” He paused. “What
about…?”

“I’m clean. And I trust you are
too?”

“Yeah.”

She pulled him forward by his cock. It sank
easily and deeply into her pussy. It was hot, very hot; much hotter
than Ginny’s. Sam was overly excited. He fucked her hard and fast.
She pulled her knees up and allowed him to pound into her. It
wasn’t a loving round of sex, it was pure animal lust. Two people
fucking for the first time, giving themselves completely over to
their needs and thinking of nothing else but their own
needs.

Even though she had already cum once, Sam was
disappointed he didn’t make Chloe come again before he emptied his
balls deep into her cunt.

“Oh fuck oh fuck!” he shouted as
he came. It was wonderfully good and he felt an immediate stab of
guilt when he was done cumming. He stayed atop her for a minute,
both of them breathing heavily as they recovered from the vigorous
exertion of sex, before he rolled off her body and he looked up at
the ceiling. He couldn’t manage to meet her gaze.

“That was very nice,” she
complimented him.

“Thanks,” he said accepting the
compliment. It made him feel even worse than before, yet he was
strangely satisfied as well.

“Do you hear that?” she asked
him

Sam only heard silence. “No.”

“Trent and Ginny. They’re quiet
now. Do you think they’re done?”

Sam didn’t have to give that any thought.
“Unlikely,” he said in a soft voice. “When Ginny gets really worked
up she needs more and more sex. They’re probably just taking a
break.”

“I’m like that too,” Chloe
admitted. “Once I get started I need to fuck three or four times a
night. Unless I’m exhausted I usually have to get out my vibrator
because Trent can’t fuck that many times a night.”

“Oh.” There was an uncomfortable
pause as they lay on their backs staring at the ceiling. Sam
noticed Chloe absently tugging on her small nipples. Was it a
nervous habit or did that turn her on? “I’m sorry I came so
quickly,” he apologized.

She laughed a little. “Don’t be. It’s fine.
We’ve got all night and tomorrow as well. But…” she let go of her
nipple and put her hand over his flaccid cock. It was sticky with
his semen and her lubricant. Chloe absently pulled on it for a
moment. “When do you think you’ll be ready to go again?”

He chuckled a bit. “Can’t you even give me a
minute to recover?”

“Nope. I’m still horny. Don’t make
me get out my vibrator!”

He wasn’t sure if it was a threat or a promise
if he couldn’t perform. “I won’t. Just give me a few
minutes.”

“Did you enjoy it?” she
asked.

Sam wasn’t sure what she was talking about at
first. Did she really mean having sex with her? Wasn’t that
obvious? Didn’t he cum in her? “The sex? Yeah. It was
great.”

She scoffed at him. “Well of course it was
great. It was with me. I mean did you enjoy cheating on your
wife?”

It was odd the way she phrased it but he gave
it some consideration. “Um. Not really. I feel guilty.”

“It’s not really cheating,” she
pointed out to him, changing the premise to her original
question.

“What?

“The four of us know what we’re
all doing. It’s not cheating. It’s like playing Monopoly and
putting $200 under Free Parking. It’s not in the rules, but lots of
people do it anyway. And no one complains.”

“Among the players.”

“True. I suppose if you went to an
official Monopoly tournament there might be officials who say you
can’t do that. But I’m playing by my rules anyway. It’s my
marriage, I can make up any rules for it I want.” Her words were
fierce, strident.

“You’ve given this some thought,”
Sam commented mildly.

“You could say that. I’ve also had
one ugly confrontation so there’s that as well. Are Trent and Ginny
complaining about what we’re doing?” she asked him.

He replied warily. “No…”

“Are you and I complaining about
what they’re doing?”

Sam gave some thought to the pang of jealousy
he felt when he saw Ginny on top of Trent’s cock clearly loving
every minute of what he was doing to her. He then gave some thought
to how quickly his cock had stiffened upon seeing their lovemaking.
Did he get hard because he saw two people fucking or did he get
hard because his wife was being sexually pleasured by someone else?
“No, we’re not complaining about it.”

“Good. Everyone is happy then,”
Chloe clarified. “Are you ready to fuck again?”

Sam felt whipsawed by the sudden change of
conversation. He looked down at his limp cock. “I’m ready to go
again. But I might need a little help.”

“I’m from the government. I’m here
to help,” she told him and quickly moved down his body to take his
soft flesh into her mouth.

Chloe knew exactly what to do when sucking
cock. She was obviously no stranger to fellatio. For the briefest
of moment’s he wondered if she’d be put off by the taste of her
pussy and his cum combined on his dick, but it didn’t stop her at
all. She licked the length of his shaft and then engulfed the head
in her mouth, running her tongue around the ridge several times. He
steadily stiffened as she continued to suck him. Chloe didn’t waste
time playing games like looking up at him, seeking his approval as
she sucked, or tossing her hair this way and that. The entire focus
of her fellatio was on his cock. She concentrated on the head and
especially the underside, seeking out all his most sensitive
regions.

There was a certain practiced skill in what
she did. It dawned upon Sam that this was probably a routine she
had done many times before. Was it with her husband or other men
she had slept with? The entire time she kept one hand firmly
wrapped around the base of his cock, but with the other she fondled
his balls and stroked behind them. It was a motion that made him
quickly hard, trying to make him cum again but too soon. He pushed
her away slightly.

“I don’t want to cum too fast,” he
explained.

She nodded and rested her cheek on his thigh
for a moment as she gently stroked his length. “You like
this?”

“Hell yes.”

“I like sucking cock.”

“I can tell. How many guys have
you gone down on?

After he said the words it struck him that the
question was terribly rude. She laughed at him. “Um, let me think.
Probably around forty or so. Maybe more. Not a terrible lot for my
lifetime, I suppose. What about you?”

“Me?” he went into partial-panic
mode and opted to make a joke. “I’ve never given any guy a
blowjob.”

She just shook her head at him. “How many
women have you gone down on?”

“Five,” he answered too
quickly.

“Five?” She raised her eyebrows at
him. “You came up with that number awfully quickly.”

Sam went on to tick off each of his partners
on the fingers of his right hand. “Ginny, of course. Katie, my high
school girlfriend. Lori, my first girlfriend in college. Tammy, my
other college girlfriend. And Shana, the one girlfriend I had after
college.”

Chloe started stroking him more vigorously.
“You don’t know how to count,” she told him.

“Hmm?”

Right before she took her mouth back on his
cock she said, “Six. Me.”

“Ohh,” his moan of contrition
changed to a moan of satisfaction as she applied her tongue to his
cock once more. Her hands were just as busy as her mouth and Sam
was startled when her fingers started reaching back further. She
wasn’t just stroking the root of his cock, she was now actively
seeking out his asshole.

“Don’t tense up,” she told him
when she took his cock out of her mouth for a short
moment.

“I don’t want to cum in your
mouth,” he lied, implying too much stimulation to his anus would
push him over the edge again.

Chloe acquiesced. “You liked my pussy that
much?” she asked.

“Uh-huh.”

Her hands pulled away from him and she started
climbing up his body. “That’s good. I liked your cock inside me
too.” She knelt over his hips and grasped him with one hand,
angling his stiffness into her pussy. “Does Ginny like being on
top? Do you want me to fuck you like your wife does?”

“Uh-huh,” he agreed
pleasantly.

“Do you like sleeping with another
woman?” she asked, but she wasn’t waiting for an answer. “Do you
like watching my tits?” He nodded watching her small breasts
bouncing pleasantly. “Do you like it when I play with myself?” One
hand was squeezing her nipple; the other went down to where they
were joined and burrowed into her slit to play with her tiny clit.
Sam was amazed to see her body shake a bit with a small orgasm.
“Did you like that?” she asked. “Do you want to cum inside me
again?”

“Yes,” he grunted and grabbed her
hips to fuck her hard. She had little say in the matter as he
plunged in and out of her rapidly before his cock jumped and
squirted his semen deep in her pussy once more.

 


Sam woke up with Chloe’s hair in his face. His
arms were wrapped around her and he knew immediately this wasn’t
his wife he was holding, her hair was too long and thick, her body
wasn’t the correct size and shape. The shudder he made upon waking
must have awoken her too. His cock was hard like it usually was
first thing in the morning and was pressing on the back of her
thighs.

“Go ahead and put it in me,” she
told him. “Or do you want to see what Trent and Ginny are
doing?”

She had just lifted up her leg allowing Sam to
enter her pussy—he hadn’t managed more than three or four lazy
strokes—before Ginny sauntered in. Sam immediately froze,
forgetting that being in bed with Chloe was sanctioned by his wife
and her husband. She was naked, her heavy breasts bouncing with
every move of her body. “Hi!” She said brightly—too brightly for
the early hour. “What are you two up to?” Seeing the deer in the
headlights look on their faces she at once realized what they were
doing. “Ohh. Right. Want me to leave?”

Sam couldn’t believe she was being so blasé
about the situation; but then again, this had been her idea from
the start.

Before he could answer Chloe spoke up. “No, I
think we should just get up. Save ourselves for later.”

“You don’t want to finish?” Ginny
asked. Sam couldn’t take his eyes off her pussy partially hidden by
a tangle of blond curls.

“I’d love to finish, but sometimes
the anticipation is better than the finish, don’t you
think?”

Ginny nodded. “Sounds good. I’m making
breakfast. Come and get it when you’re ready. Bring your blue balls
with you, Sam.” She whirled around and slipped out the
door.

“Should I stop?” Sam asked. His
cock was still hard inside her.

“I don’t want you to, but I think
you should.” Sam nodded and awkwardly pulled out of her. “I didn’t
know your wife had a nipple ring.”

“You should ask her about
it.”

“I will.”

Chloe walked out to the kitchen in the robe
thoughtfully provided by the cabin. It wasn’t the first time she
and Trent had stayed in the little lodge before. It was essentially
a weekend getaway lodge for those people looking for something
beyond an ordinary bed and breakfast or the airport in. Amenities
were short, but it was homey and very private. Ginny wasn’t
completely naked in the kitchen; she was wearing an apron. The
single garment didn’t hide anything from the rear. The apron string
that went around her waist was tied right above her curvy hips
accentuating the shape of her ass. She was cooking eggs at the
stove and when she turned around and showed that the apron’s bib
did little to hide her big tits. Mostly. Depending on how she moved
the apron did protect her a little, but Chloe was still able to
make out the little gold ring that went through the tender flesh of
Ginny’s left nipple.

“How do you want your eggs?” Ginny
asked her, spatula in hand.

“Unfertilized.”

It took Ginny a moment to understand the joke,
then the laughed. “I should hope so. Where’s Sam?”

“He’s slow getting out of bed in
the morning,” Chloe reported. “Over easy.”

Ginny nodded in agreement. “Trent too. I think
I wore him out.”

“I’m here,” a grumpy Trent
reported as he staggered into the kitchen and sat down on the
closest chair. He was barrel-chested and starting to work on a gut,
but was in good shape for a man rapidly approaching middle-age.
Unlike his robed wife or the nearly-naked Ginny he had opted to
dress for breakfast: boxers and a t-shirt emblazoned with a college
logo. After running his hand through his curly brown hair, he
yawned and asked, “Coffee?”

“Over there,” Ginny indicated the
pot on the counter.

“Too far,” he complained. His eyes
hadn’t left his girlfriend’s ass since the moment he walked in the
kitchen.

“Big baby,” Chloe said. “I’ll get
it for you.”

“Thanks.”

After Ginny started serving the eggs Sam
finally wandered in, bleary eyed and looking little better than
death. He was wearing a robe making Ginny the most underdressed of
the group. “Breakfast?” he asked.

“You look like you need it,” his
wife said handing him a plate. “You’re going to need to keep up
your strength for tonight.” She winked at him.

“I’m going back to bed after
breakfast,” he announced. “Alone.”

“No you’re not, dear. We’ve got a
big day planned. Leaf peeping and shopping at the farm
stands.”

“I don’t wanna go,” he
whined.

“And then how are you going to
explain to your children and in-laws what you were doing up here
all weekend?” Ginny asked with a knowing smile.

“Shit.”

 


The actual trip wasn’t nearly as bad as Sam
would have predicted. The drive wasn’t far. The farm stand was
actually the front of an apple orchard that wasn’t over-crowded.
They opted not to pick apples, but bought them right from the
stand.

“Do we really need a full
bushel?”

“Yes.”

“What’s with the apple
butter?”

“You slice up the apple and dip it
in the butter. It’s more like a caramel.”

“What’s wrong with eating plain
apples? Can’t we do that?”

“No.”

“Honey and maple syrup and cider
donuts? Is any of this actually healthy?”

“the apples.”

“But you’re dipping them in
butter!”

“Stop complaining or we won’t stop
at the vineyard.”

It was a tiny vineyard that bottled its own
and the prices were incredibly cheap compared to what they would
pay back home. Chloe bought a case.

She glared at her husband who looked askance
at her. “What? I liked it when I tasted it.”

“Buying a case makes you look like
a lush.”

“Fine, I’m lush. A frugal
lush.”

There was barely enough room in the car for
all their purchases but they made it back to the cabin without a
major complaint. It was a perfect autumn day: bright sunlight on
the leaves, cool temperatures that were deceptive because of the
warm sun. “I can’t wait for it to get cool enough tonight for the
hot tub,” Chloe commented as they started unloading.

“Hot tub?” Ginny immediately
perked up from her dozing in the back seat.

“You didn’t know the cabin came
with one?” Chloe asked. “It’s pretty private. But it’s too hot
right now. I want to wait for the evening and then get in. How
about you?”

They brought their booty into the cabin. Chloe
had barely walked out of the kitchen when she encountered Ginny
returning from the bedroom. Once again
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